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 “It’s so beautiful.” 

A man stands in front of a tall window that stretches 

from ceiling to floor, staring out into the world beyond.  

“What’s that honey?” 

“The stars, outside; the planet. I spend so much time out 

there planning or fighting, I never really take the time to remind 

myself how truly magnificent everything looks from up here. 

But it really is so very beautiful.” 

 From the dimly lit room behind him, the man’s wife 

comes to his side at the window. Her feet shuffle softly across 

the carpet of the apartment, the sound gently lifting into the air, 

reverberating in the silence. She puts an arm around his waist, 

and leans her head softly on his shoulder.  

 “That’s just another cost of these wars, I guess. We’re 

all starting to miss out on the better parts of life. I wish it would 

end so we could just go home.” 

 “I know, love, I know. It’ll be over, soon. Tonight we 

cut back their outer defense. They’re starting to panic. The 

general says the ground troops pushed them back out of 

Rothman. It’s only a matter of time now.” 

 “Good. Then we can get back to our lives.” 

They slip back into silence, and stare out the window at 

the stars. The man’s name is Cameron Harris. His wife is 

Aimee. For the past five years these two, as tens of thousands 

of others, have been involved in a war. Six years ago the 
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peaceful people of Arlan were attacked by a warlord named 

Ghan. He claimed to be the rightful heir to the ancient 

kingdoms of the land. He wanted to reclaim what he said was 

rightfully his. The people disagreed, and wrote him off as a 

lunatic or a troublemaker, but no real threat. Less than a year 

later, his armies had enslaved them. Communication was cut 

off entirely, and most of the transports and cargo shops going to 

the well-populated moon never returned. Some few ships did 

manage to leave, though, and with them escaped rumors of 

death and destruction over much of the once peaceful moon of 

Io. When the rest of the solar system found out about this, there 

was a great outrage. In less time than it had taken to confirm the 

rumors of hardships, armies were already being raised to aid in 

the freedom effort. That was five years ago. Since then, 

Cameron has been away from home, on the front lines. His wife 

had insisted on coming with him. He had tried to convince her 

otherwise, that it was too dangerous for her to come out. A 

battlefront was no place for a mother and her young daughter. 

Danielle wasn’t even two years old, but Aimee insisted they 

stay together as a family. So the Harris family was out on the 

front lines, together. They did their best to maintain a real 

family, and Cameron did his best to rid Arlan of their tyrannical 

leader. He had risen in the ranks, and, despite all the pain and 

the hardships, he had managed a pretty decent life. After years 

of fighting on the ground, he finally got a break, and an opening 

to fly in one of the air squadrons. He moved from air to deep 

space, and rose in rank to be a highly decorated commander. 

That very day he led one of the biggest attacks in recorded 

history against the armies of Ghan, and destroyed the fleet that 

had spearheaded almost every attack thus far. He was proud, for 

everything he had achieved, but, more, he was relieved. It 

looked like it would finally be over. He could go back home, 

and take up the life he had left behind.  

He thought about it, watching out the window; his 

home, so far away now. His quiet studio, and his garden. The 
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stars were intertwined with smaller flashes, as the space crews 

chased and hunted out the escaped enemy ships one by and one 

shot them down. From the station, where he and his family had 

been living for the past year, he could see almost the entire 

battle. He knew exactly how the battle was turning, even from 

this distance. He had been going over and over the strategies 

with his pilots for weeks now. With every explosion, silent in 

the darkness of space, he knew they were that much closer to 

being done with this war.  

He turned away from the window, and pressed the 

button that drew closed the shades. He had taken in his fill. War 

was not a pretty thing, and he had seen more than enough of it 

to last a lifetime. As he turned towards the center of the 

apartment, his wife followed.  

“Are you finally going to try and get some rest?” 

“I guess. Right now all I want to do is go to bed with 

my beautiful wife. To Hell with the war, starships, generals, 

and everything else.” He put his hands on his wife’s shoulders, 

and kissed her forehead. 

“Daddy?” In the doorway of her bedroom, Cameron’s 

seven year old daughter was rubbing her eyes, not quite awake, 

but unable to sleep hearing her father’s voice.  

“And just what are you doing out of bed at this time of 

night?” 

“I heard you talking. I wanted to see you.” Cameron 

was never much of a stern disciplinarian. He walked across the 

room, and picked up Danielle. There’s not much time to be 

cross, when you have to spend so much of it away from your 

family.  

“Well I suppose you have the right to say hello to your 

father. But then you need to go back to sleep, alright?” She 

grinned, and nodded lazily, still more asleep than not. “Oh, 

Dani, I’ve missed you, you know that?” 

“I miss you too, daddy.” 
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“Have you been behaving for your mother while I’m 

away?” Danielle nodded, and yawned. “What kinds of things 

have you two been doing?” 

“Mommy’s been teaching me about history, and 

writing.” 

“History? Really? What part of history?”  

“Don’t you think your daughter is a little bit too tired 

for a grilling session?” Aimee stepped in, and tussled her 

daughter’s hair.  

“Hey, I’m just trying to get the inside track on what 

kind of teacher you are.” 

“Do you doubt my abilities?” She glared at him with 

mock scolding. 

“Of course not. Our daughter will grow up to be the 

smartest girl on the planet.” 

“Daddy?”  

“Yes, princess?” 

“Will you be here tomorrow?” 

“Do you want me to be?” 

“Mm-hmm.” 

“Then I think the battle efforts can do without me for a 

day. What do you want to do tomorrow?” 

“Can we go to the garden?” 

“I think that can be arranged. You want to go on a 

picnic?” 

“Yeah.” 

“You got it. If that sounds good to mom?” 

“It sounds wonderful.”  

“Great. Then it’s a plan.” 

“Promise? 

“Of course. But now, its time for you to go back to bed, 

so you can be wide awake tomorrow.” 

“Okay.” 

“Do you want me to tuck you in?” 

“Yes.” 
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“Alright.” Cameron carried Danielle into her room, and 

set her down gently in bed, tucking the blankets up around her. 

He sat on the edge of her bed for a while, telling her a story, 

until she drifted back to sleep. Aimee stood in the doorway, 

watching and smiling. She always loved watching him put her 

to bed. She would tell him what a good father he was, and 

assure him that their daughter was the luckiest little girl alive, 

even if she had done most of her growing up on various stations 

floating free in space. That didn’t matter a whit, as long as she 

had two parents who loved and cared for her. When Cameron 

was sure his daughter was asleep, he quietly stood up, and 

walked over to his wife in the doorway. He put his arm around 

her, and they stood together in silence, watching their pride and 

joy sleep, before turning, and retiring to bed.  

There could be no doubt in anyone who saw them that 

Cameron and Aimee were very much in love. And all the time 

he spent away from home, on the battlefield or behind the 

controls of a fighter, just made him love her more. Those nights 

when he came home were full of deeper love and more tender 

passion than many couples experience in their entire 

relationships. This night was no different. As he faded into 

sleep, he was completely at peace, and wore a smile on his face 

that sunk deep into his soul. He hadn’t a single thought in his 

head, and no other place he would have been, not for all the 

money in the seven worlds. He had no way of knowing it, but 

everything he loved, and everything he knew, would be taken 

away from him that night. 

 

 

Blinding light burned red through his eyelids, shocking 

him awake. He felt as though he had been asleep for days. As 

he forced his eyes open, they were sore, and stung, as though 

they had some chemical poured in them. Everything was blurry, 

and out of focus. He could see a white room, and furniture, and 

figures clustering about him. Something was terribly wrong, 
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and he had a growing fear welling up inside, fighting for 

control over his body, with the confusion that was currently in 

power. Slowly his eyes adjusted, and the images around him 

became clearer. He could make out a blank and sterile looking 

room. A man in a white coat stood directly over him, with a 

face wrinkled and soft. Cameron was desperate for some idea 

of what was going on. 

“Where am I?” He glared at the man in white, between 

passing glances at the bystanders.  

“You’re in the hospital, Mr. Edison. You just woke up.” 

Cameron looked around the room again. He had never seen this 

place before. It was too big and full of wasted space to be on 

any space station. Light poured in from behind white curtains 

covering a window. He glared back at the man, and gritted his 

teeth. 

“Where the hell am I? What have you done with me?” 

“We haven’t done anything, Mr. Edison. You’re 

experiencing a little bit of confusion and displacement. That’s 

perfectly natural. Just stay calm.” The man had a patiently 

condescending tone, as he spoke to the confused, bedridden 

man, and there was a strange dialect in the way he spoke that 

Cameron had never encountered before.  

“What do you keep calling me?” The confusion and 

anger mingled in his mind.  

“Mr. Edison. That’s your name.” 

“That’s not my name.” His tolerance was wearing 

thinner. He would not abide by too much trickery, if he had to 

be a prisoner.  

“Yes. I have it right here. Cameron Edison. Don’t you 

remember?” the man in the coat almost looked concerned.  

“I remember just fine, and my name is Cameron Harris, 

not Edison. Now tell me where I am, and why you’ve taken me 

here.” He could feel his face getting warm, flushed with anger.  

“Mister…Cameron, it’s alright. A little confusion is 

expected, but if you settle down, we can clear everything up. 
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Don’t worry about it.” The doctor maintained his patient 

demeanor. Cameron’s own patience was all but gone. He 

grabbed a hold of the man’s jacket, and pulled him closer.  

“I’m going to ask you once more, and I want a straight 

answer; Where am…” He trailed off, as he noticed the arm that 

held onto his captor. It was thin, and frail, and looked a sickly 

grey color. There was no muscle tone to it at all, as there had 

been last night when he went to sleep, and all the familiar scars 

and tattoos were missing. “What did you do to me? Who are 

you? How long have I been here?” He was on the edge of a 

frantic rage.  

“As I told you before, you’re in a hospital, and I’m one 

of the doctors who’s been watching over you. You’ve been in a 

coma, Mr. Edison, for several years. Today is March 17th, 1999. 

You’ve been here for almost five years. I’m your doctor.” 

“That’s impossible. You’re full of shit. This has to be 

part of some sick experiment. What have you done with my 

family, you bastard?” 

“Cameron?” One of the women from the background 

stepped forward.  

“Who are you, another so-called doctor?” He sneered 

with contempt at his captors.  

“Cameron, that’s your wife. Don’t you recognize her? 

Janet?” The ‘doctor’ put his hand on Cameron’s arm. 

“Shut your filthy mouth, that is not my wife! That is not 

my Aimee! What have you done with her? And Danielle?” The 

woman looked hurt and confused, and looked back and forth 

between Cameron and the man on his arm.  

“Cameron, just calm down. You seem to be 

experiencing a little bit of delusion. Everything will make sense 

in time, you just have to relax.”  

“Cameron, it’s me…it’s Janet. Don’t you even know 

who I am? I’m your wife. I know you know who I am.” The 

woman kneeled beside him, and put her hands on his other arm. 

She seemed on the verge of tears.  
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“No. Get away from me. All of you…”  

“But…” 

“Get away!” He pushed his arms out, and knocked a 

tray off the nearby table. Metal instruments, bottles, and various 

devices scattered across the floor. Cameron felt smothered by 

all the figured herding around him. If these people were from 

the Ghanish armies, they certainly used strange torture. But 

how could he not remember anything that had happened to 

him? How could he have been in captivity long enough to 

waste away this much, and not have a single memory of the 

time spent? He wanted answers, but he was sure he wouldn’t 

get them here. Quietly the man in the white coat spoke. 

“Maybe it would be best, for now, if everyone leave the 

room. I think Cameron needs a little space, and time to adjust.” 

He walked to the door, and opened it as the people who had 

occupied the room slowly filed out. He shut it behind them, and 

walked back to the beside. He pulled a chair from the nearby 

table, and sat next to Cameron’s bed.  

“So is this where you resume your sick sadistic 

tortures?  

“Why would I do that?” 

“I don’t know. Revenge, maybe? Or for your own 

twisted pleasures?” 

“Why would I want revenge against you?” 

“I led a lot of attacks against your people. I’m sure 

there are some who would take my actions rather personally.”  

“And who are…my people?” The man was 

interrogating him more like a scientist than a military inquisitor. 

“I assume you’re with Ghan, or one of his men.” 

“I see. Mr. Edison, where would you say you are?” 

“I have no idea. This room doesn’t look or feel like 

something on any spacecraft, and that light from the window is 

pretty bright. I would say I was probably brought back to 

Callisto.” 
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“Where exactly is Callisto?” Cameron was growing 

suspicious of his questioner. He was asking questions that he 

should know the answer to, and Cameron had a feeling he was 

being mocked, but he kept answering. It was probably just a 

trick to make him paranoid, or answer something about their 

battle plans.  

“It’s one of the moons of Fidius. The home of Ghan and 

his armies.” 

“And what would you say if I told you that you weren’t 

any of those places? That you were right here, on Earth?” 

“Earth? Earth…oh, right. Well, about as likely as me 

being in the year 2001, I’d say.”  

“And why is that?”  

“Because I left Egdrasil…Earth…in 2865 to fight you 

slimy bastards, making both locations unlikely.” Cameron sat 

watching the ‘doctor,’ and the doctor watched him, neither one 

of them speaking or moving, for some time. The man seemed to 

be deep in thought, but wasn’t asking any more questions.  

“Cameron, as I mentioned before, you’ve been in a 

coma for nearly five years now. And while the CAT scans 

showed no signs of brain tissue damage, or mental illness, I 

have reason to believe you’ve been dreaming while you were 

asleep. I think you might be under some mild delusions, based 

on those dreams, about your reality now that you’ve woken up. 

I really can’t say for sure, but I think that as you start to come 

back into contact with your old life, the truth will start to come 

back to you.” Cameron leaned in to the doctor. 

“So what you’re telling me, basically, is that my entire 

life is some kind of dream I had while I was asleep for five 

years, and that everything I know now is just a figment of my 

imagination?”  

“I can’t say for sure…but I believe it to be something 

like that.”  

“Well, don’t take it too personally when I tell you that I 

don’t believe you for a second. I know my own memories. In 
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fact, I’m starting to think that maybe this room is all a dream.” 

He smiled. Surely they had better torture than this. Ghan was a 

warlord.  

“I assure you, Mr. Edison, this room, and myself, are 

very real. If it’s alright with you, I think it’d be better if you 

stay here for a few days, so we can run some tests, before you 

go back home.” 

“Home?” 

“Yes, home, with your wife, Janet.” 

“Ah. Well, don’t hurry on my account. This is as good 

as a fake home, I’m sure.”  

The doctor tapped his clipboard against his leg, and 

stood up slowly. He looked as though he wasn’t sure what to do 

next. Finally he turned, and walked to the door. He stopped and 

faced Cameron before he opened it. “I’m sure your family will 

want to see you soon. They’ll all be very happy to see you’ve 

woken up. But for now, I’ll tell them you need some rest. Try 

and remember your family. They’re all a little bit worried. And 

try to rest up a little.” Then he opened the door, and stepped 

into the hallway. 

The entire thing made no sense at all. He turned it over 

and over again in his mind, trying to find a way to make it 

possible. He couldn’t look as withered as he did without being 

in this bed a long time, but where were his tattoos and scars? 

Wouldn’t he be sore and beaten up from torture? Unless he had 

been injured in a battle, and actually was shipped back home. 

But then the doctor would know the year, for sure, or at least 

the name of the planet. Most importantly was his family. His 

dear Aimee, and little Danielle. What had happened to them? 

He had to believe that they were alright. He closed his eyes, and 

pictured the way they looked last night. He could still smell 

Aimee’s perfume as they were laying in bed. Could still hear 

his little girl’s voice as he tucked her in. Whatever that madman 

in the coat was saying, Cameron knew that those things were as 
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real as real could be. That was his family, and his life. Nothing 

could change that. 

 

Therapists came to talk to Cameron over the next few 

days. They said they were worried; he was getting himself 

worked up too much, and he was going to give himself a heart 

attack. They swore that they had come to help, but he still 

didn’t really believe them. He couldn’t deny that they seemed 

honest enough, but there was something missing. Something 

not quite right. How could he have gotten from his home, up 

among the stars and blackness of space, down here to a planet 

he hadn’t been on in years? What could have happened to his 

family, and why did all these people insist they knew him? 

Nothing made sense.  

The doctors who came wanted to know all about where 

Cameron came from. That didn’t make sense, either. How 

could anybody not know about the biggest war in history? But 

they asked question after question, and their eyes showed real 

confusion, and interest.  

“So tell us again about what was happening? Where 

you were?” 

“I’ve told you. I was helping in the war efforts.”  

“Right. And the war was over…?” Cameron sighed. 

How long could they play dumb? Or was it even an act? 

“It’s very simple. Ghan, a warlord from Callisto, one of 

the large moons around Fidius, claimed a right to the land of 

Arlan, which is the largest division of another of Fidius’s 

moons, Io.  Arlan did not wish to become another one of 

Ghan’s corrupt, mangled kingdoms, as Callisto had become, so 

they fought. Ghan had spent his entire life preparing for these 

attacks, so the small region never had a chance. They didn’t 

even have much of a defensive force. Nobody really saw it 

coming.” 

“Right, so then…what did you call this planet? 

Egg…Eggril…?” 
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“Egdrasil.” 

“Egdrasil sent in it’s army to help fight this Ghan, and 

save the people from Io?” 

“Not quite. Egdrasil itself doesn’t have an army to 

command. And I wasn’t on it at the time. I was working on my 

farm, on Donlous, with my wife and little daughter.” 

“Donlous is…which planet again? What we call Mars, 

right?” 

“Yes.” 

“So you must have been drafted for this war then. They 

had to pull together an army from the various planets.” 

Cameron smirked.  

“No, not at all. A soldier who is forced to fight won’t be 

able to pull his own weight, let alone save anything. The forces 

are pulled together entirely of volunteers. If you want to donate 

land, equipment, material, or yourself, then you can, and if you 

want to leave, then you can pull out at any time.” 

“And so this huge force was pulled together entirely of 

people who wanted to be there? For five years?”  

“Of course.”  

“Are they paid?”  

“What would they be paid with?” 

“So they do it for nothing?” The doctor was 

incredulous. 

“They do it because people need help. Because if they 

don’t, then the entire region of Arlan, probably the whole 

moon, will be taken over. People will die. Hundreds of 

thousands of people’s lives will be destroyed. And anyone who 

is left alive will have to live the way Ghan tells them to. With 

more land, and more people, he can raise an even bigger army, 

and go after the other moons, if he wanted.” 

“Maybe even take all of…Fidius?” Cameron almost 

laughed. This guy understood so little, maybe he was telling the 

truth. Nobody could pretend to be this ignorant about the way 

the entire world works. 
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“That really wouldn’t get him anywhere. Even if he 

wanted to, and succeeded, it would be a useless venture.” 

“Why?” 

“Because Fidius is so large that is hasn’t gone through 

terra-forming yet. It still has no atmosphere, and very little 

moisture on it. The only life forms on it are a few large 

colonies, mostly devoted to trying to form the place for living. 

If he had the troops, and the resources, to send his men over the 

entire planet, all he would gain is a useless ball of rock that you 

can’t breathe on.” 

“Alright then. Why does Ghan believe he has a right to 

this Arlan land?” 

“The moons were small enough that it took very little 

time to develop the air and earth for living. Some of the first 

open-air colonies were started on those moons. The very first 

was on Io, in the area that is now part of Arlan. There was a 

man who wanted to run the whole area himself. He thought that 

he could organize everything, and get away with simply 

orchestrating, commanding, and not actually working. He was a 

greedy politician. The others decided they wanted nothing of 

him, and sent him to Callisto. The moon had been having 

complications with their generators, and as a result were a little 

behind. Things in a pre-developed area are more ordered, with 

specific duties for everyone. They thought it would be a place 

where he could be useful, but not cause trouble. They were 

wrong. He managed to convince the workers in his generator to 

follow him, and soon convinced others. At a time when the 

moon was still undeveloped, and largely unpopulated, he 

wrestled his way into a place of power. As the planet grew, it 

grew under his command, so it became somewhat twisted. The 

air was never really quite healthy, because he rushed the 

generators, and cut corners. He tried to turn the generators into 

factories, too, so the atmosphere that resulted was filthy. Their 

rains were acidic, often black with the soot from the clouds. 

Somehow he managed to convince people to move there, 
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though, through empty promises and propaganda, and few 

could leave once they got there. Their population expanded, 

generation after generation, and all were ruled by descendants 

of the same greedy politician. His descendants were all raised 

with the same bitterness and hatred towards the rest of the 

world. Ghan had a little more than the rest of them. He thought 

he would take back what their family viewed on being 

rightfully theirs.”  

“So he led his army to take over the whole place?” 

“That’s right.”  

“And his one small moon had an army more powerful 

than any of the larger planets put together? You would think 

America alone would have an army powerful enough to stop 

them.” 

“America…” Cameron sneered “There is no such thing 

anymore. You have to understand, that there was no war, not 

even small battles before Ghan. Nobody had a need for a 

military force that size. The biggest problem was small crime 

and violence in the towns, and the people usually dealt with that 

themselves. Occasionally there were those who specialized in 

keeping peace, and stopping those people, usually only in the 

larger cities, but there was no army. Whereas the people in 

Callisto were born and bred to fight. Told since the day they 

were born that they would grow up to be big, and strong, and 

that they would fight and die for their leaders, or have their 

families and themselves killed.” The man sitting with his 

notebook looked a little startled. Cameron thought it to just be 

the fitting response to stories of such violence. 

“What do you mean, no such thing as America?” 

“It was destroyed. Overthrown, in one of history’s 

bloodiest battles. They called it Ragnarok.” 

“How could such a thing happen? That someone could 

attack and defeat America and her allies…that’s preposterous.” 

“There were no allies. It was a revolt. A revolution. 

America against people who had grown up on its soil. The 
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allies were too fed up to care, and were more than happy to 

accept the new rule once it was underway. And as the ways that 

started from the revolution caught on all over the world, it 

helped bring about a new era.” 

“That’s a pretty far-fetched story, all in all. Do you 

expect me to believe you?” 

“Do you honestly think it matters? It’s the history that I 

was taught. Some of it I experienced myself. Just because you 

can’t conceive of it yourself, or can’t picture a world without an 

America, doesn’t alter the validity of my life. It can’t change 

the past.” 

“How can that be the past, if this is the year 2001? 

Nothing you’ve described has happened yet, or come close to 

happening. It’s all nonsense. And I think you know that. I’m 

going to have some tests ordered. You might want to take a 

nap. I think you’ll have some family coming in to see you later 

on today.” The doctor stood, to leave. 

“Right. Family.” He rubbed his temples, and sighed. 

“How long will this go on?” The doctor turned back around. 

“What?” 

“Nothing. One of the other doctors told me I would be 

able to visit the physical therapy room soon. I was wondering if 

I could do that today. I feel like I’m going to atrophy, sitting 

here all day.” 

“Mr. Edison, we went through great length to keep that 

from happening while you were asleep, we won’t let it happen 

now. I’ll talk to the physical therapy department, and see if they 

have some spare time.” 

“Alright. Thanks.” The doctor left. Cameron couldn’t 

stand looking at himself any longer. Muscles all wasted away, 

skin all pale. He figured if he could talk to the physical therapy 

department, he would be more able to do something about it. 

Use some of their equipment, and maybe even talk someone 

into letting him go outside. The sooner he could leave the white 

walls of this prison, the better.  
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He sat in bed, reading some newspapers and books his 

‘family’ had brought him, until a nurse came to his room, and 

told him she would lead him down to the physical therapy 

room. He was greeted there by a friendly attendant, named 

Stephanie, who gave him a tour of the place, and said she had 

been assigned to help him. He tried to convince her that he 

didn’t need help, but she insisted that it was her job, and since 

he had been signed on as one of her patients, she would be there 

with him every day to help. She saw quickly that he truly didn’t 

need help. Healthy living was an important part of life for 

Cameron, and he knew almost as much about the human body, 

and muscle systems, as the therapist did. He didn’t mind her 

presence though. It was better than the legions of doctors who 

came in to talk to him every day, and the masses of people 

claiming to be family members and friends. She had no 

expectations of him; nothing she thought he should know, or 

remember about some life he never lived. She didn’t ask 

redundant questions, and wait impatiently for answers with a 

notebook and a tape recorder in hand. She just talked to him, 

like a normal person. She always listened to his stories, and 

believed the things he said.  

“Tell me again, about the place you met your wife?” 

“Why? I’ve told you once already.” 

“I know. I just like that story. It sounds so nice.” 

“Well, I met Aimee in a region of Donlous called 

Cydonia. That was where she was born, and where she lived 

her whole life. It really is the most beautiful place on the planet. 

When the terra-forming started underway, the entire region’s 

development was headed up by some artist, with a considerable 

amount of respect. He wanted the place to look like some 

fantasy land, so he organized work forces, and designed the 

whole thing. It has these incredible, colorful cliffs and 

waterfalls all over, and the structures of the main city all work 

with the landscape, arching, and shining. When the sun rises 

here, it reflects off of the rushing waters, and the shining metal 



 17

buildings. In the dead center of all Cydonia, there is a 

wonderful park. This place is the most incredible place I have 

ever been. Streams and ponds carve their way through the 

rolling grassy hills. Trees of all colors extend upward, and 

branch out, over the ponds. Golden fish swim inside the crystal 

blue waters, and birds flock here almost instinctively. It is 

wonderful, truly wonderful. I went there to paint, and to explore 

the area. I had been studying for quite some time, and was 

pretty sure I would end up working the land back here, on 

Egdrasil, but I felt the need to explore first. When I was in the 

garden, painting, I saw an incredibly beautiful girl, with 

straight, long, reddish blond hair, sitting next to one of the 

ponds. She was just reading, dangling her bare feet into the 

pool, but the way she was posed, and the way her soft dress just 

floated, in the breeze, made her look like a deity. I couldn’t take 

my eyes off of her, for even a second. She was reading a book 

of prose, by a writer I personally adored. After some time, I 

finally built up the courage to go up to her and introduce 

myself. We started walking, and we talked until the sun started 

to set, and then we just sat together, and watched the colors take 

over the sky, in shades and hues more beautiful than I could 

have imagined. It was magical, really, and I felt something 

inside of me that told me I was home. I thought it was because 

of the land around me, because I was meant to stay there. I saw 

more and more of Aimee, in the next few days, and it became 

perfectly clear to me that the feeling I was getting wasn’t from 

Cydonia, although the place was magnificent; it was from her. I 

knew then that I was supposed to be with her. I had never felt 

that way before in my entire life. And I was right. She was the 

one. We got married not long after, and every morning when I 

wake up, I feel the same way about her as I did then.” 

Stephanie smiled with a distant look in her eyes of some 

forgotten dream. 

“That’s such a sweet story. Everyone should have a 

love like that.” Cameron had to swallow hard, to avoid tears. 
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Telling the story brought back a lot of emotion. How long had 

it been since he had last seen her? How long would it have to 

be, he thought, before he was released from this prison?  

“Indeed, everyone should. I was lucky to have it…very 

lucky. I don’t think the doctors would appreciate me telling 

such things to you. They might try and tell you that by 

believing me, or playing along, you were helping to harbor my 

delusions.” He smirked to himself about the idiocy of the 

doctors’ claims.  

“Why do you say that?” Stephanie was very obviously 

trying to spare his feelings, or him thinking that she knew 

anything about his case. 

“That’s alright. I’m fully aware that they think I’m 

insane. Delusional. That while I was ‘asleep’ my sick and 

fevered brain came up with this story, and that the whole thing 

is in my head.”  

“I’ve been working here a long time, and I’ve seen 

some of the people the psych wards have had to deal with. I’ve 

known a lot of people who lie, and more than one lunatic, and I 

don’t think you’re either. When you tell those stories, you’re 

not telling them like someone who has made something up, or 

someone who is deranged. You’re looking back in reflection.  I 

don’t exactly understand everything, but I don’t care. I still love 

your stories anyway.” 

“Thank you for that, Stephanie. One thing I could do 

without in dealing with these doctors is the fact that nothing is 

ever allowed to just be what it is. No simplicity at all in this 

world…” Cameron trailed off, and went back to his exercises.  

 

It was several weeks that they kept him in there, 

running tests, and asking questions. They hooked him up to a 

lie detector test more than once, and asked him questions from 

the typed reports of his story. They did everything they could to 

try and pin him down as being unstable. But nothing bounced. 

No tests could reveal any insanity, and his story never lapsed 
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once. He passed the lie detector test with flying colors. He also 

became more and more indignant toward the doctors. He 

couldn’t stand being called a liar. He never lied. Eventually, 

when the doctors had run every test they could, nobody had 

anything to hold him any longer. He wasn’t dangerous, and he 

wasn’t a criminal. The psychologists were sure that everything 

would return to him in time, so they released him to his family. 

His ‘wife’ thought herself competent to take care of him on her 

own, until he became his old self again, and the swarms of 

unknown faces, who claimed to be some relation, or long lost 

friend, said they would be there to help him. The thought of 

these people being around even more did nothing to comfort 

Cameron at all. There was only one of his visitors that made 

him the slightest bit curious. A little boy, only six years old, 

who claimed to be his son. Janet told him that the boy, Tommy, 

was only one when he had the accident that resulted in a coma. 

The child had grown up being told that the man who never 

woke up was his father. The two were wary of each other, and 

had little to say, but there was a strong curiosity, as they caught 

glances of each other in between the crowds.  

To the boy, Cameron was a complete mystery. For as 

long as he could remember, he had been told things about his 

father, but all he had ever known him to do was lie in that bed, 

with the machines that kept track of his heart. Every once in a 

while, someone would tell him a story about his dad, how 

shrewd a businessman he was, or how rich his taste was. Stories 

about a sterling personality, that Tommy never knew. The man 

who he had seen, when woken up, was nothing like what he had 

expected his father to be. And to Cameron, the boy was an 

enigma. The only guest he had who didn’t fawn all over him, 

with questions about memories. In truth, the boy had as many 

memories of this alleged life as he had. He seemed almost as 

cautious and uneasy around the hordes of people as Cameron 

was, too. He didn’t think the boy could possibly be his, but he 

saw something in his eyes; a hope for the people around him. 
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Someone just as confused and upset about the whole mess as he 

was. It wasn’t much to build a connection on, but it was 

something.  

So, after all the careful instructions of the legion of 

doctors, his things were carefully packed into boxes, he was 

given clothes, and led home. A triumphant return to a life he 

had never once lived, and knew nothing about. Only hints to 

catch onto, and the constant reassurances from faux friends that 

everything would eventually come back to him. As he was 

riding in the car, on the way back to his house, he had the 

feeling that, as bad as things were in the hospital, they were 

going to get a lot more turbulent before they showed any sign 

of improvement.  
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When Cameron had lifted himself out of his natural life, 

as a farmer, and a painter, to fight in the Ghannish war, it was a 

hard transition. He had to uproot himself from everything he 

was familiar with, and go into something he had never done 

before. But he wasn’t completely alone, or isolated. He still had 

his family, who insisted on coming with him, and he still had 

his memories. He knew that he could throw in the towel at any 

time, and go back to his farmlands; smell the soil in the air, and 

spend hours in his studio, painting. He knew it was completely 

his choice, to be in space fighting, and everything he still knew 

about the world still made sense. When he was taken from the 

hospital, and brought to a home, and a life, that was supposedly 

his, it was nearly impossible. He had no concept of what was 

going on. He had no point of reference, to make everything 

make sense, and he had nowhere to turn when the world got too 

tough. He was just abandoned, in a strange land.  

When he first got there, Janet tried to be understanding. 

Her efforts usually met with little success, but then, it was hard 

for her, too. She had been adapting to having her husband in a 

coma for five years now. It was almost like him being dead, 

only with no closure, because he was still there, could wake up 

any day. And now that she finally had him back, he was further 

away than before. He still looked and sounded like her husband, 

but knew absolutely nothing about his self. The first day he 
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came back, he walked around the house like a stranger. He even 

refused to take off his shoes.  

“You never got to see the house after the remodeling 

was done. I’ve left your office and den open…I didn’t know 

what exactly you had planned for them.” She looked nervously 

at Cameron for some spark of recognition. He just stood, 

holding a box of belongings, mostly consisting of gifts given to 

him in the hospital; a stranger in a strange land. 

“My rooms…where are they? I’d like to put these boxes 

down somewhere.” Janet was flustered every time he asked for 

directions in his own house. 

“Where…your office is down the hall, just past the 

staircase. The three doors at the end are yours. It’s getting late, 

what would you like for dinner?” 

“I don’t know…anything is fine.” He wandered down 

the hall, carrying his box. Tommy sat on the stairway, watching 

Cameron through the wooden bars. The office was almost 

completely bare, with only an old desk in there, and a metal 

chair. They both seemed so out of place from the rest of he 

house’s furnishing, Cameron was fairly certain they were only 

there for storage. There was a large closet on one wall, and a 

doorway on the other, that led to a large bathroom. The 

bathroom connected the office and the den, and also led to the 

hallway. The den itself had dark walls, and not much more for 

furnishing than a used couch, and an end table. There was some 

amount of comfort in these rooms. That they had been left bare 

for him gave him some amount of freedom. They were his 

rooms, so he could decorate them as he saw fit. The couch was 

fine. Even though it was clearly used, it was in great condition. 

He wondered why they would buy a new one with this still 

looking in such good shape. But he figured the decision fit in 

with the decadence of the rest of the house.  

He moved in the rest of the boxes, and Tommy was still 

watching him. He wasn’t sure if he was comfortable with this 

man in his house, or not. Curiosity got the better of the boy, and 
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he approached the door of the office, as Cameron set down the 

last box. He stood silently in the doorway, until Cameron 

turned and noticed him.  

“Hi there, Tommy. How are you today?” 

“I’m okay. Are you going to live here now?” 

“I think I am. Is that okay with you?”  

“Yeah, I think so. Do you like it here?” 

“I don’t really know yet. It’s very…different from what 

I’m used to.” 

“Whenever Mommy does something new, she looks at 

it and says it’s something that you would like.” 

“Really? I do like the couch in the den.” 

“She says that you always hated that couch. You 

thought it was boring.” 

“Well, I don’t think it’s boring. I think it’s very 

comfortable, and it’s a good color. I like blue.” The child 

smiled. 

“Blue is my favorite.” Cameron smiled back at the boy. 

“Mine too.” 

“Do you wanna see my room?” 

“Sure.” 

“Follow me.” Tommy led Cameron down the hallway, 

and up the stairs. His room was at the end of the hall. As he 

pushed to door open, Cameron saw rocket ships, and planets 

lining every corner of the room. Tommy’s bed was covered in 

large rockets, and stars, and posters covered the walls. On one 

corner of the room, hanging from the ceiling, was a mobile of 

the solar system. Tommy looked up at him, smiling with pride. 

“Do you like it?” 

“I love it. You like space a lot, huh?” 

“I wanna be an astronaut when I grow up, so I can fly 

out in space, and go to all the planets.”  

“Really? That’s great. I used to travel through space, 

before I came here, you know.” 

“Not really.” The boy looked at him suspiciously. 
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“Yeah, really.”  

“What were you doing there?” 

“Well, there was a bad man…” He looked around the 

room. There was a poster on one wall that mapped out the solar 

system, right next to a picture of the earth, and a map of the 

moon. He picked Tommy up, so he could see the map better. 

“Here. See this dot? That’s a moon, called Io. And the bad man 

was from this moon, here. He was attacking Io, and trying to 

hurt a lot of the people there, so a lot of people went out there 

to try and stop him.”  

“Do you come from one of those places?” 

“No, I come from this one, from Egdrasil. From right 

here.” He pointed at one of the world maps, “Only it wasn’t 

called Spain then.” 

“Wow.” The boy let go of his suspicion, and gave in to 

the wonder of it all. Cameron walked over to another wall, to a 

rough map of Mars.  

“And then my wife, Aimee, was born here, in a place 

called Cydonia.” 

“Your wife comes from Mars?” 

“Well, it’s not called that, but, yes.” 

“I thought Mommy was your wife. Does that mean 

she’s a Martian?” 

“What makes you say that?” 

“Because people from Mars are called Martians.” 

“But what makes you think your Mommy is my wife?” 

“Oh. After she came home from the hospital one day 

she said that you had to remember her, because she was your 

wife, and you couldn’t forget your wife. I think she was crying, 

but she didn’t want me to see.” The boy looked sad, thinking 

back on his mother choking back tears. 

“I’m sorry. She thinks I’m someone I’m not. But she’s 

not my real wife.” 

“Are you sure?” 
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“Yeah. My Aimee was shorter, with long soft hair, and 

a sweet little voice.” 

“What happened to her?” 

“I don’t know. I went to sleep with her one night…And 

then when I woke up I was in the hospital, in a different year. I 

really have no idea what happened.” 

“So you’re lost in time, like Samurai Jack?” 

“…I guess you could say that…yeah…” Cameron was 

struggling now to fight his own tears. Tommy put a hand on his 

shoulder. 

“Don’t worry. You’ll get back eventually, and find your 

wife, just like Jack.” He couldn’t help but smile at that. 

“Thanks, Tommy.” 

“Are you going to tell Mommy she’s not your real 

wife?” 

“I tried, but she didn’t believe me. I think it’s best if we 

don’t mention it to her. Can you keep it a secret?” Tommy 

grinned, and nodded. “Promise?” 

“I promise.” Cameron ruffled the boy’s hair.  

“Hey, I bet you’ve got some really impressive space 

toys, haven’t you?” Tommy’s eyes lit up. 

“Yeah! I just got a new ship last week! You wanna see 

it?” 

“Absolutely.” They started to go to Tommy’s playroom, 

but they heard Janet calling them down for dinner. Cameron 

promised they could play together when they were done eating, 

and they went down to dinner. Janet had made some pork ribs, 

and was warming up a pie. She told him it was his favorite 

meal. He couldn’t remember ever having pork ribs before, but 

they didn’t taste bad. A little bland, but not bad. Back home, he 

had done a lot of the cooking when he could. He started 

thinking to himself about what he would have added, to make it 

taste better. He wondered if they even had the things he used to 

cook here. Janet was stumbling for conversation throughout the 

entire meal. She was nervous, and unsure of what to say, what 
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might remind him of things. She decided it would be best just 

to take care of basics for now. She told him that she had let the 

lease of his car pass, while he was in a coma, so he should go 

get a new one, after he renews his license. She mentioned that 

the man who he had gotten the car from, some man named 

Todd at the “dealership,” had been calling periodically to check 

on him, and see if he had improved any. She chuckled and said 

that the man probably just wanted another client back. Then she 

talked about her decorations, and remodeling, and said he might 

feel better if he went and got the things he wanted for his office 

and den over the next few days. Cameron wasn’t exactly sure 

how money worked, but She told him they had a lot of it, from 

the accident, and saved from his job. She mentioned her 

portfolio was doing really well, and Cameron just nodded. He 

had no idea what she meant by that. But apparently, they were 

well off, and he could buy whatever he wanted for a car, when 

he was ready, and for his rooms.  

After dinner, Tommy took him back up stairs, to play 

with his toys. The playroom was even bigger than the child’s 

bedroom, and full of toys, and video games. They must have 

played with every toy in there, and the boy never tired of it. 

While they were playing, he asked Cameron all sorts of 

questions about space, and the battles he was in. Eventually, 

after hours of stories and games, Janet came in and told Tommy 

it was time for bed. Cameron helped him change into his 

astronaut pajamas, and tucked him in. Janet led him out of the 

room, and closed the door behind her.  

“Maybe it’s time we should get to bed, too?” She was 

standing far too close to Cameron for his comfort.  

“I…I think I would be more comfortable sleeping in the 

den…for now…” He tried to think of a way to talk his way out 

of trouble, and failed. He wasn’t quite sure what to do.  

“The den?” She was clearly confused. 

“Yeah. The couch in there is pretty comfortable, and I 

just don’t think I’m ready for anything else, yet…” He avoided 
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eye contact with her the best he could. He didn’t want to hurt 

her feelings, but he couldn’t imagine sleeping next to her. 

“I guess…if that’s what you want…let me get you some 

blankets…” She sighed and led him downstairs, to the linen 

closet under the stairs. She was working as hard as she could to 

be patient with him, but it was hard for her. It was like living 

with a stranger. She led him to the den, and told him goodnight. 

Cameron collapsed on the couch with relief. It wasn’t that Janet 

was unattractive, or a bad person. While he had a hard time 

trusting her, he was pretty sure that she honestly believed him 

to be her husband. After all he had been through, he was no 

longer quite convinced that any of this was a trick by Ghan, 

whatever it was. She was just a poor woman who was a little 

delusional, and naturally wanted to be with her husband. Five 

years is a long time to wait for someone. But it wouldn’t be 

right, not for Cameron. She wasn’t his wife, and he couldn’t 

stomach the thought of cheating on Aimee.  

He wrapped himself up in the blankets on the couch, 

and went to sleep. All night, he dreamt of his home. Of his little 

daughter, Danielle, and his wonderful wife. He lost track of 

how long it had been since he had seen them. When he was 

asleep, it was almost like he was back again. He tried to picture 

what they would be doing, if he hadn’t left. What life would be 

like back home. He woke up early the next morning, when the 

sun came out. He still wasn’t used to so bright a morning, from 

all his time on stations. Since nobody else was awake yet, he 

decided to go for a run. At least he could see some new 

scenery, and get a little bit of exercise and sun. The weeks in 

the physical therapy room had done much to improve his shape, 

but he was still quite a ways from what he had been. While he 

was running, he came across a park. He met another man going 

for a run, and they talked a little while they jogged through the 

fresh green grass. 

“Hey. Haven’t seen you through here before. What’s 

your name?” 
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“Cameron. I’m…not from around here. And you are?” 

“Michael Davis. What do you do, Cameron?” 

“Right now, I’m not really sure. I’ve been trying to 

come to terms with things, mostly, and get back in shape.” 

“I hear you there. What gym do you belong to?” 

“I don’t have one yet, actually. Where would I go to 

find one?” 

“I tell you what. They gym I go to is incredible. They 

have state of the art equipment, a full aerobics workout, classes, 

personal trainers, an Olympic size pool. It’s a great place. I was 

going to head over there after my morning run here. If you 

want, you can use a guest pass, and check it out. I highly 

recommend it.” The man seemed to be almost forcefully 

friendly, in his invitations and offerings of conversation. It was 

almost as though the man felt he was somehow obligated to 

extend his friendship to the stranger he had just met. It made 

Cameron a little uncomfortable, but he had no reason to think 

the man wasn’t sincere, and he didn’t know what to do but 

accept his offer.  

“Thanks. I appreciate that.” 

“Hey, no problem. Be nice to have someone to talk to 

while I’m working out again.”  

The gym wasn’t too far from where they were, and it 

was everything Michael said it would be. It was the nicest gym 

Cameron had ever seen. He signed up for membership right 

there. He still didn’t completely understand how transactions 

worked, but from what Janet told him, and what he saw in the 

line ahead of him, he figured out how to use his credit cards. 

After their workout was done, Michael gave him a ride home, 

and Cameron paid close attention to that, too. It seemed he 

would need to know how to drive, and he had never used a car 

before. It all looked pretty basic, though, and he was sure he 

could pick it up quickly. His new friend seemed to think his 

fascination with everything was a little strange, and seemed to 

feel a little uneasy about the way Cameron watched him. He got 
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home, after getting lost once, from not paying attention when 

he was running, and got out of the car. When he turned the 

knob to open the door, it didn’t move. He tried again, but it still 

wouldn’t budge. He seemed to be locked out. He tried once 

more, pushing hard against the door, but it was locked tight. 

People walked by the house, watching him closely. He walked 

around the house, to the back. For the first time, Cameron 

noticed how big Janet’s yard was. There was all kinds of room, 

and nothing being done with any of it. It seemed to be divided 

into three sections; closest to the house was mostly paved, and 

there was a large pool in the middle of it. To the left of the was 

a smaller section of lawn, strewn with toys, and a large wooden 

structure for Tommy to play with. Behind the pool was a large 

grassy area, slightly raised, with absolutely nothing on it. No 

flowers, no garden, not even a decoration. He thought it was a 

waste of good land. There were two doors on the back side of 

the house. The first was unlocked, but it led only to a small, un-

insulated room. There wasn’t much in there aside from a tool or 

two, which looked as though they were rarely used. Then there 

was a more elegant door, made mostly of glass. He tried to 

open it, but that one didn’t move, either. He was starting to 

doubt that this was the right house, when he saw Janet through 

the window, walking past in her bathrobe. He knocked on the 

glass, and she looked over, a little surprised. She hurried to the 

door and let him in.  

“What happened, honey? Did you forget your keys?” 

She was concerned, and more than just a little amused. 

“Yes. I must have forgotten my…keys.” He hadn’t 

thought about needing keys.  

“What were you doing out so early?” 

“I just went for a run. I met a man who took me to his 

gym for a workout.” 

“Did you have fun?” 

“Yeah. What is the raised part of the back yard used 

for?” 
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“Hmm? Well, we don’t really use it much at all. Why?” 

“I thought maybe I could work on it. Maybe plant 

something there.” 

“I don’t remember you ever wanting to be involved in 

gardening before. But, if that would make you happy, then 

absolutely.” 

“Great.” 

“I’ve got to take Tommy to preschool soon, and then I 

have some things to do today. If you want to go anywhere, just 

call a cab to take you there, until you can get your car.” 

“Cab?”  

“Yeah. You’ll have to look up the number of the 

taxicab company in the phone book, I don’t have any off hand.” 

“Right. Where is the phone book?” 

“Right under the phone, in the kitchen.”  

“Of course. Thanks.” He turned to the hallway, towards 

his bathroom.  

“Cam?” He turned back to look at Janet. She kissed him 

on the cheek. “Have fun today. I’ll be home after awhile. It’s 

good to have you back.” And she walked off, up the stairs, to 

get ready to go. Cameron shook his head, and walked back 

down the hall to take a shower. It only took two tries to get the 

shower to work properly, and only one good scalding for him to 

learn how to balance the water temperature. He wondered if he 

would ever feel natural doing any of the things he was learning. 

He hoped he would be home before he had a chance to. When 

he got out of the shower, he dried off on a towel from the rack, 

and examined his clothes. He had been wearing them for some 

time now; they were a little dirty. There must be something else 

in the house he could wear. If they thought this was his house, 

then there was bound to be something that would fit him 

upstairs. He wrapped a towel around his waist, and cautiously 

left the bathroom. He didn’t hear any noises. Janet and Tommy 

must have already left. Feeling the boldness of being alone, he 

walked up the stairs, to Janet’s room. He pushed the door open, 
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and looked around for a closet, or chest of drawers, which 

might hold some clothes that belonged to her husband. 

The room was big, and brightly colored. There was a 

large four-post bed with fluffy, light colored comforters on it, 

and hand carved woodwork. All the furniture looked 

extravagant, and expensive. It smelled slightly of the perfume 

that Janet wore. In the closet, which was big enough to walk 

into, he found an entire rack of clothing that looked like men’s 

clothing. They were all the right size to fit him, too, it seemed. 

He picked some things off the racks, and shelves, and tossed 

them on a chair in the bedroom. He started looking through 

some drawers, to find where the socks were held. He finally 

found some socks, and some briefs, neither of which he was 

used to wearing yet. He set them on the chair, too. He took off 

the towel, and set it on the back of the chair. As he was 

examining the fresh briefs, to put them on, he heard carpeted 

footsteps behind him. He turned in time to see Janet closing the 

bedroom door behind herself.  

“I didn’t expect to find you here. You scared me.” 

Cameron panicked, and tried to hold the tiny cotton underwear 

in front of himself for cover.  

“I…was just looking for something…clean. 

I…uh…didn’t know…” She started walking towards him. 

“They told me you were using the equipment a lot in 

the hospital, but I didn’t know you were getting so well 

built…” She reached her a hand, and caressed his arm. Every 

time Cameron took a step backward, she stepped closer again.  

“I…uh…I don’t think…” She took hold of the white 

fabric in his hands, and tossed it over her shoulder.  

“I’ve missed you so much, you know. You were out for 

so long. I didn’t think I could make it.” She ran her fingers 

across his torso, tracing the lines of his newly forming muscles.  

“…Er…doesn’t Tommy have to get to…uh…school?” 

He was starting to get nervous. His heart raced, and adrenaline 

pumped, as he tried to think of a way to get out of this situation. 
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He started to blush a little, and he knew his panic and the 

rushing blood through his body was going to send her the 

wrong kind of signal, but he couldn’t stop it. 

“We can write him an excuse. He was sick, or the car 

broke down. Something more important…” Cameron couldn’t 

back up any further. He could feel the cushy padding of the bed 

behind him. Janet looked down, and took hold of him. “…came 

up.” Pressing herself against him, Janet started to kiss him, 

pushing him against the bed. Cameron was trapped. Just then he 

heard Tommy calling from the hallway. 

“Mommy? Where did you go? We’re going to be late.” 

Her face dropped, as she pulled herself off of Cameron. She 

straightened her clothing, and rushed to the door. Cameron was 

up in a second, and grabbed the clothes as he rushed to the 

closet. He heard Janet talking to her son, telling him to go 

downstairs and watch some TV, they might be a little late 

today. Cameron rushed to put on his clothes before she came 

back. He heard her shut the door again as he pulled his shirt 

over his head. He stepped out of the closet, fully dressed.  

“Are you trying to make me work for it?” She started 

walking back towards him, with a hungry look in her eyes.  

“I think it would be best if Tommy didn’t miss his 

preschool. And I’ve got some thing’s to do. Renew my license, 

think about furnishing that room, look for a car…” Cameron 

did his best to remember all the things she told him he had to 

do. He had to sound like he knew what he was talking about. 

“We can do all that later.”  

“And what about Tommy?”  

“He’ll be fine. He’s watching cartoons.” She was 

standing right in front of him again, playing with the fabric of 

his shirt. 

“He might wonder what was going on. Wouldn’t it be 

better to wait until there was more time?” He was desperate for 

a way out, and trying to cover it up with certainty.  
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“But I’ve already waited so long.” Janet pouted, still 

watching him. 

“Exactly. What’s a little while longer compared to five 

years?”  

“I suppose…”  

“Just go take care of what you had to do, and take 

Tommy to school. Things will work themselves out.” 

“I’ll try, but I don’t know that I can wait that long.” 

“I know you can.” He tried to sound supportive, instead 

of relieved. She wrapped her arms around his neck. 

“Alright. But don’t think you can escape me for long. 

I’ll be back a little later, and I’ve got something planned for 

you.” She kissed him quickly, and started back for the door.  

“I can hardly wait.” His relief was short lived, and 

worry set over him again as soon as she was out the door. He 

had avoided it once, but how long could he keep doing it? How 

long until she had him trapped? He tried to push it out of his 

head. He had no idea what was going on, but he figured the best 

thing for him to do would be to try and fit in as best he could 

while he was here. That would mean he was going to need to 

learn how to drive, and get a car. Maybe get some things for his 

rooms. And definitely move some clothes downstairs, to avoid 

this from happening again.  

 

He did his best to put it all out of his head, and go about 

the rest of his day. He wasn’t sure about anything that had 

happened, but he didn’t know what he could do to have 

changed it. Instead, he focused on going about the things Janet 

had told him he needed to do. He was pretty sure he could 

drive, if he had to, but he had no idea what he would have to do 

to get a license to do so. He imagined there would be a test of 

some sort, and that might be tricky. He found the phone book, 

in the kitchen, as he had been told, and looked up a taxi service. 

Before long the cab arrived, and the driver approached the 

house. Cameron had been watching closely, and was out the 



 36

door to meet the cabbie.  Before he shut the door, he made sure 

he had the keys Janet had given him this time.  

“Hi.” 

“Hey, how’s it going?” 

“Alright. And yourself?” 

“Could be worse. Where you going today?” 

“Well, I need to get my drivers license.”  

“Not a problem.” They got in the car, and pulled out of 

the driveway. Cameron watched very closely the actions and 

movements of the driver. He was good at observing, and stared 

to pick it all up very fast. The driver noticed how closely he 

was being watched, and it seemed to make him a little nervous. 

“So, car in the shop?”  

“No. No, I haven’t got one yet. I need to do that today, 

too. Why did you let that large car go before you when you 

both stopped?”  

“It’s a four-way stop right here, and he got there first.” 

“First come, first served…that makes sense. And what 

do those signs mean?” 

“What sign? The speed limit?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Wha…well, that’s the fastest that you’re supposed to 

go.” Cameron nodded in understanding. 

“And how do you know that you’re not going faster?” 

“Jesus, man, you sound like you’ve never driven before. 

You use the speedometer.” The driver waved a hand with 

frustration at his speedometer gauge on his dash. Cameron 

examined the instrument panel carefully, deciphering most of 

their uses. He watched the needle of the speedometer carefully.  

“I don’t think I have driven before. You’re going much 

faster than the speed limit.” 

“Yeah, well, it’s more of a suggestion anyway…wait, if 

you haven’t driven, and you don’t have a car, how are you 

going to get your license?” 

“What do you mean?” 
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“I mean you’re going to need to take the test, right? 

You need a car to take it in, and you sure as hell can’t use this 

one.” 

“Oh. Then I’ll need to get a car first.”  

“So you want me to take you back home?” 

“No. Janet told me I used to have a…bent Mercedes, I 

think…” 

“You used to have a Mercedes Benz? I thought you said 

you never drove before?” 

“Yeah, I haven’t. Do you know where I can get one of 

those Mercedes?” 

“Yeah, I can take you to the dealership, if you want.” 

“Yes, please. Thank you. Now, is there anything else 

you can tell me about this test?” 

“Well…sure, I guess…first off, what you’re going to 

want to do is read your manual while you’re waiting for the 

test, just to brush up on everything.” 

“Will I have time to read much of it?” The cabbie 

laughed. 

“You could probably read the entire thing twice sitting 

in that waiting room.”  

“Really…” Cameron kept on listening to the cabbie 

talk, and watching him drive, all the way to the dealership. He 

liked the man. He talked a lot, but he had a different tone than 

Michael did. This man didn’t seem so paranoid, and didn’t have 

the look of someone who was hiding something. He was open.  

When they got to the dealership, Cameron got out, and 

paid the man. He had been examining his money, earlier, and 

all of its busy green design-work. As intricate as it was, he 

couldn’t help but think how ugly it looked. He didn’t mind 

giving it away. As he approached the main building, a man 

stepped out from behind some of the shiny new cars, with a 

large fake smile, and a very loud tie. The man was pushy, and 

spoke often, in a booming voice, insisting on offering Cameron 

every car he laid his eyes on. This one Cameron didn’t like. In 
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fact, it took most of his willpower just to keep himself from 

yelling at him. When he finally couldn’t take the ignorant idiots 

prattling anymore, he cut him off. 

“I’m looking for Todd…” He recalled the name from 

his conversation with Janet over dinner. The salesman’s 

expression changed.  

“Todd is our Manager here. He’s probably pretty busy.” 

The man was using very poor stalling tactics. It irritated 

Cameron greatly. 

“I know who he is. I would like to speak with him. As 

soon as possible.” The weak-willed salesman gave in.  

“Alright. I’ll take you to his office.” He sighed, at the 

disappointment of losing a prospective sale. The foolish things 

that these people would drive themselves to just to get another 

car sold. He was led past brand new cars, on pedestals, and 

desks with anxious people sitting at them, to an office against 

the back wall. The man inside was bent slightly over some 

paperwork, looking rather bored, but his eyes widened when 

Cameron stepped to the doorway. The salesman returned 

outside, to attempt to ensnare another passerby. Todd stood 

immediately.  

“Cameron! Please, sit, sit!” He gestured to the padded 

chairs in front of his desk. When Cameron sat down, Todd sat 

as well, resuming his position. “I can’t believe you’re here. Last 

time I talked to Janet, you were still in a coma. How long have 

you been back to normal?” 

“I just got out yesterday. Janet said you were the one 

who got me my last car. I need one now.” He was hoping he 

could avoid any of the things that the other salesman had been 

giving him, by coming to someone who thought they knew him.  

“Straight to the point, I like that. Alright, Cam, what 

kind of car are you looking for?”  

“I…don’t know, actually. I’m not sure…what is there 

available?”  
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“Well, why don’t we head out to the lot, I can show you 

a few of the newer models. I think you’ll really like what you 

see.” Cameron sighed. This probably wasn’t going to be a 

whole lot better.  

“Alright.” The two men marched through the car lot, as 

Todd pointed out the finer parts of every car they walked past. 

Instead of names every car was issued a seemingly random 

combination of numbers and letters, none of them making the 

least amount of sense. SLK 320 Roadsters and ML 500 Sport 

Utilities swam around Cameron’s head, not connecting to 

anything solid, or ever taking the shape of anything he was 

seeing, remaining only as formless abstracts. In some ways, this 

was even worse than the first salesman who had approached 

him earlier. Cameron no longer cared what kind of car he had 

when he left. Everything he had seen looked about the same, 

and he couldn’t really understand most of what he was being 

told anyway. He finally just told Todd to set him up with 

whatever he thought would fit him the best. After much 

deliberating, and a heated conversation that inly Todd seemed 

to be involve din, it was decided that the S-600 Sedan would 

best suit Cameron’s personality. It came with a 362 horsepower 

V12 engine, and whatever that was, Todd was very excited 

about it. Cameron cringed at the thought that this car was in any 

way representative of himself, but it was better than spending 

any more time wandering in the endless forest of cars. They 

went back to the office to talk about the payments and options.  

“So what kind of add-ons do you want? You can get the 

Bose Digital Sound System, seat warmers, Airmatic 

Suspension…?” 

“Seat warmers?” Could it be anything like it sounded? 

“Oh, you’ll love them. They’re wonderful on those cold 

mornings.” 

“But…Why? Doesn’t that seem a little…pointless?” 

“Trust me, with these cars, there’s nothing useless. If 

you’re going to be spending the money, then you might as well 
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have the best there is, right? And if I remember correctly, you 

love those luxuries.” How could this man remember things 

about him that even Cameron didn’t know? He decided it 

would be better, quicker at least, to just take care of this now, 

and play along.  

“Yeah. You know me. Can we just get this done 

quickly? You know how I hate this paperwork stuff…” the 

salesman let out a cheap and empty laugh.  

“Not a problem. We’ll be done here in a minute.” 

“Good. Oh, and, one more thing…could someone drive 

me to the DMV as soon as we’re done here?” Todd stopped 

writing, and lifted his eyes. 

“Why? When we’re done here, you’ll be able to drive 

yourself.” 

“It’s just that, when I was gone, the license expired. I 

think it would look weird for me to drive up in a car, and then 

ask for a new license, don’t you?” 

“I suppose so. Okay, I’ll have someone from service 

take you down there.” They finished up the paperwork, and 

someone drove around to the front of the building with 

Cameron’s new car. He looked at it with the same affinity you 

would a meal being served you when you only wanted a snack. 

It was nice, and would serve his purpose, but it was more than 

he wanted, and the waste he could feel coming off of it gave 

him a bitter taste in his mouth. The service man drove him to 

the DMV, and then walked off, with a polite smile. Cameron 

walked into the building, and picked up a book from the holder 

on the wall. As he looked around the room, he could see what 

the cabbie meant when he said how long the wait would be. He 

found himself a seat, and started to read the book. With a soft 

ding, new numbers appeared in red above the counter, and with 

every sound, it brought him a little bit closer to his test. He read 

over the book once, quickly, and studied harder what he 

thought were the important parts. By the time he went to the 

counter, he felt confident about his knowledge of the driving 
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rules. He was slightly less confident on how to convince the 

lady at the window to help him make this as painless as 

possible.  

“I need to get a new license” He walked up to the 

window.  

“So you want a renewal?” She had a tired voice, and a 

face that was wrinkled and slack from years of disinterest.  

“Well, no. Yes, actually, but…” This wasn’t going well. 

“Do you have a license about to expire?” Nothing could 

change the dead tone to her speech.  

“I have a license that has expired. A few years ago, 

actually.”  

“Have you been driving on an expired license, sir?” 

This would take a lot more confidence to get out of. 

“I was in the hospital for the past five years. I haven’t 

had a chance to get out to renew it.”  

“What were you doing in the hospital that you couldn’t 

leave for even a day?” She didn’t seem to believe that he 

looked crippled enough for the story to be true.  

“I was in a coma.”  

“Do you have any proof?”  

“Proof?” This was harder than he thought. He 

remembered the small paper card, in his wallet. The doctors 

insisted he take it, when he left, in case he ran into any 

emergencies, and needed help. He took it out, and handed it to 

the unhappy woman at the counter. “Call these people. They 

were some of my doctors, and they can verify my story.” She 

examined the card and the old license for some time, thinking.  

“Alright. You’ll have to take your tests again, so I’ll set 

you up at computer number eight, over there, while I go and 

talk to my supervisors about this, and have them verify.” 

“Alright. And it would be great if I could take my 

driving test today, too. I don’t have anyone to drive me back 

home, otherwise.” 
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“We’ll see what we can do. You normally have to make 

an appointment for that and come back…” Her words trailed 

away as she wandered off, towards the back of the building. 

Cameron turned and walked to the computer, with the number 

eight on it, to take his knowledge test. He could feel the eyes of 

everyone from the waiting section of the room staring at him, 

with burning eyes. He had just made one of the tellers walk 

away. He had just slowed them down even more. He started 

answering questions, with the fresh memories of the book. 

There were two kinds of rules, as far as he could tell. Every one 

of these questions was either common sense, that everyone 

should know, or random, senseless lawmaking, by people who 

felt the need to impose more protection on the people than they 

actually needed.  

By the time he had finished, the woman had still not 

returned to her slot in the counter. When he stood, he could see 

her talking to a balding man with a slightly dark glare to his 

eyes. The illusion of power, and a weak will. He walked to 

where the woman should be standing, and they moved to meet 

him there. They examined the print-off from his test, among 

murmurs and nods.  

“Alright, Mr. Edison, we called the hospital, and 

everything checks out. Normally, you would have to come back 

at a later date to take your driving test, but since you scored so 

well on your written test, and we had a timeslot open up, and 

since this is an extenuating circumstance, we arranged to have 

you go in an hour.” The man had a gleam in his eye, very 

obviously proud of the way he had ‘handled the situation.’ He 

handed back the doctor’s card, and the expired license, with a 

punch taken out of it. “If you want, you may use this time to 

read up on the manual, or go get something to eat next door. 

Just make sure you’re back in here in one hour.” Cameron 

thanked him, and returned to his chair. Maybe this wouldn’t be 

as hard as he thought. As long as he could manage the driving 

part, that is. How much harder could it be than flying a fighter? 
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Still, he figured it would be best if he at least tried to get used to 

the car.  

He went back to his new car, and sat inside. The seats 

were more plush and comfortable than the couch he had back at 

Janet’s house. There were more buttons and levers than he 

could even imagine what to do with. On the way over, the man 

had hardly used any of them. And he didn’t see the 

speedometer anywhere. He did a quick search, and found a 

manual in the glove compartment.  

“I love this! There’s a manual for everything here.” He 

opened it up, and started searching for the important things. He 

understood the basics of how to make the car move, and he 

knew where the turn signal was. As he browsed through the 

book, he started learning more about the functions and features 

of the expensive car. He wasn’t even through half the book yet, 

when it was time for his test, but at least he found out where the 

speedometer was. It was digital. He went in, and was greeted by 

yet another employee who looked beaten down and worn out by 

life in general; as though it was standard hiring practice to find 

the most weary and unpleasant people he could find. This one 

seemed to be a little brighter than the rest though, and smiled as 

he shook Cameron’s hand. This one had apparently been 

briefed about the situation.  

The most important part, for Cameron, was making sure 

it didn’t look like this was his first time. He might be able to 

make excuses for a few mistakes, as long as they didn’t look 

too bad, but he couldn’t just jump into the car and make a fool 

of himself. To all of these people, he was someone else entirely. 

Someone who had been driving for years, and knew his way 

around. It would be better then, he thought, to take it slowly, 

until he got used to the car. To ease on and off of every lever he 

had. He pressed cautiously on the brakes and the gas, and 

turned the wheel ever so gently while backing out of his 

parking spot. He slid the gears into drive, and pulled forward. 

The instructor was kind enough to sit there silently, not saying 
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anything outside of his simple directions. It gave Cameron the 

focus he needed to do things right. The first time he had to 

accelerate quickly, the engine gunned and lurched him forward 

a lot faster than he expected. He chuckled to himself about the 

new car having some kick to it, but the man in the passenger 

seat seemed un-phased. Time passed quietly, without much 

word, and just as Cameron was getting the hang of driving, he 

found himself back at the DMV, and the test was over. The man 

gave him a piece of paper, and told him he had passed. The 

paper had several marks on it, and little number subtractions, 

but most of it was a mystery to him. Regardless, he went in, 

handed in his paper, and got his license. Easy as that.  

Driving back to his house was still something of a 

challenge. He was getting used to driving, although he still 

didn’t know what half the switches in his car did, but he still 

couldn’t remember where exactly his house was. He had tried 

to pay attention, but every house in that neighborhood looked 

just like his. It was as though some kind of power had decided 

to make everything fair, and equal, everyone in any given 

neighborhood would have to live in versions of the exact same 

house. But this time, he remembered the number. It was only a 

matter of time until he pulled into the correct driveway, and 

only a little bit longer until he managed to find which key 

would unlock the front door. He was starting to get the hang of 

this stuff.  
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He sat on the couch in his den, and tried to plan out the 

rest of his day. Both of his rooms were still bare, and needed to 

be furnished, and he wanted to work on that garden. But all his 

thoughts were concerned with how to try and find his way back 

home, to find his beautiful wife and daughter again. Everything 

else was really just a way to pass time and survive until he 

could be back where he belonged, but he didn’t even know how 

to start. He went back to the kitchen and found the phone book 

again. He started to look through it, hoping to find something 

useful. This book was truly amazing, he thought. Not only did it 

seem to catalogue and give locations for all the people living in 

the city, but it also has separate sections for maps of the area, 

listings of government agencies, and even random facts and 

radio station listings. Near the back all the pages were reserved 

for businesses, organized by search headings. A magnificent 

thing to have around. How could anyone get lost in this town if 

they all have one of these books?  

A little bit of searching brought up a listing for private 

detectives. The ad for one claimed that it could find any person, 

living or dead, guaranteed. A few others claimed similar things. 

Cameron took the phone, and pressed the numbers he saw next 

to the detectives name.  

“Hello, Drake Jacobs here, how can I help you?” 

“Hi, are you the Private Detective?” 

“Yeah, what can I do for ya?” 
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‘Well, I was hoping you could help me find someone. 

And maybe help me find my way home.” 

“I don’t know about finding your way home, that 

sounds more like you need a map to me, but finding people is 

my specialty. Who are you looking for?” 

“My wife, and our daughter.” 

“Oh, she run off on ya, huh?” 

“No. I was just taken somewhere else, and now I don’t 

know here they are.” 

“Alright, I understand. I tell you what, why don’t you 

come down to the office tomorrow, and we can work out the 

details.” 

“Okay. Where is your office located?” 

“It’s on Washington, just off of 61st. There’s a sign on 

the door with my name on it.” 

“And where is Washington? I’m new to the area…” 

“No problem. Tell me where you’re coming from and 

I’ll give you directions.” 

“I don’t really know where this place is, to tell you the 

truth.” 

“Do you know your address?” 

“Um…yes. I believe that is written on my driver’s 

license.”  

“I’m surprised your mom doesn’t sew it on your 

underwear. Tell you what, if you give me your address, I can 

come down to your place tomorrow afternoon to work out the 

details. That way you don’t have to worry about finding the 

office.” 

“That sounds good.” Cameron read Mr. Jacobs the 

address off of his new license, and waited to be told what time 

to expect him. As soon as he had the numbers written down, 

Drake Jacobs said goodbye and the line went dead. Since he 

had to wait until tomorrow to meet with the private detective 

anyway, he figured he might as well do something to keep his 

mind off of everything. Back to the phonebook, he looked up a 
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gardening store, and wrote down its location. Turning back to 

the map, he tried to locate the store’s address, and he marked it 

with a G. Then he found his house, and marked it with a large 

X. He could start to see how to get from where he was to the 

store and back. He would eventually get the hang of this.  

 

It was late afternoon, and the sun was still shining high 

over the backyard of Janet’s house, where Cameron was 

standing to catch his breath. It had been a long time since he 

had been able to work the land like this. Nothing but himself 

and the fresh air and the dirt beneath his feet. When he got 

working hard enough, he could almost forget that he wasn’t 

back home, working on his own garden. Almost. But then a jet 

would fly overhead, or he would drift back to memories of 

sweet Aimee walking out to bring him something to drink, or 

watching Danielle play on the grass nearby. Worse than being 

away from them was the thought of not knowing how long he 

had been away. For him it had only seemed to be a little while 

since he was gone, and it was already tearing him up inside. 

What about them? Had he been gone for weeks? Months? 

Maybe even years?  What had happened, since he was gone. He 

couldn’t believe that he had ever told his family to stay behind 

when he first headed off to join the war. He would have come 

home in three days, from not seeing them.  

His work was coming along rather well, though. He 

returned his focus back to the earth, to avoid his own mind. The 

ground was already fairly rich, and was turning over nicely. 

The tools he bought were almost exactly like what he used back 

home, and the fertilizers and soil enrichments he bought would 

help incredibly. There weren’t a lot of seeds or plants he 

recognized, but he got what he thought would be a good 

selection. In fact, the whole experience of shopping made 

Cameron feel more at home than he had since he woke up in 

that white room. Wherever you are, and whatever you grow, a 

garden is still a garden. He was already starting to develop 
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some great plans in his mind for what he wanted to do with it. It 

would be a long process. But for as long as he had to stay here, 

it would give him something to do. Almost better than the 

things he bought at the garden store, was the information he 

got. The woman behind the counter told him about all kinds of 

ways to search for things, and people. She told him about 

libraries and computers and the internet. More things he would 

have to look into, in good time.  

Cameron stuck his spade into the ground, and walked 

down to the poolside, and poured himself another glass. The 

cold yellow liquid was something called “lemonade,” and he 

had found a whole box of it in the fridge. He had never tasted it 

before, but it was good, and seemed refreshing. He still hadn’t 

adjusted to the taste of the water here, so this would do. 

Standing next to the pool, he could see his reflection in the 

water. It was a hot day, and he had taken off his shirt to stay 

cool. He wasn’t in the condition he had been, but at least he had 

more tone than he had when he first woke up. It was a start, if 

nothing else. He still couldn’t explain what had happened to his 

tattoos, but at least he thought he looked somewhat familiar 

covered in dirt. He stared at his reflection, trying to look deeply 

into his own eyes, to search for some answer to what had 

happened. He was so lost in thought he didn’t hear the glass 

door slide open, and he didn’t notice Janet walking up next to 

him.  

“You look like you’ve been rolling around in the dirt” 

She laughed, and wiped a little dirt off his shoulder with her 

finger. Cameron was so surprised he nearly fell into the pool. 

“Sorry, did I scare you?” While he was daydreaming the sun 

had begun to set. How long had he been thinking, he wondered. 

“I was just…taking a break. Thinking about what I was 

going to do with the garden.”  

“The sun is going down now. Think you’ll be coming in 

soon?” 

“Yeah. I just have to clean up here.”  
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“Good. I have a little surprise for you.” 

“Great. Thanks.” He dreaded whatever it was she could 

have for him. He wished he could stay outside all night, 

working. Why hadn’t he thought to buy some powerful lamps? 

“Have you eaten anything yet?”  

“Not since lunch, no”  

“Alright. I’ll go make you some dinner while you clean 

up.” She turned and walked off towards the house. She really 

was a kind woman, and was trying so very hard. If only 

Cameron had some way to convince her he wasn’t who she 

thought he was, maybe they could be friends. She might even 

be able to help him on his search, since she knew the area so 

much better than he, and might be able to tell him how he got 

there. He turned back to his garden area, with almost all of the 

soil overturned, and all the grass collected in the compost bin. 

He slowly collected all his new equipment, and placed all his 

spades and forks and bags of fertile soil in the near-empty shed 

area. He couldn’t even see anything in there to cut grass; he 

couldn’t help but wonder how they maintained a yard there at 

all. While Cameron was stalling as much as he conceivably 

could, it still didn’t take nearly long enough to clean up after 

himself, and he found himself going back inside.  

In the kitchen Janet was singing along with the radio, 

and scents from her cooking were drifting out into the rest of 

the house. Stepping quietly and carefully, Cameron walked 

back to his bathroom, to wash off all the dirt. He managed to 

work the plumbing this time without scalding himself at all, and 

then got dressed without any of the complications from earlier 

in the day. He still wasn’t used to the tight, uncomfortable 

presence of the briefs, though. When he left his den, there was 

slow music playing, and Janet was already waiting for him at 

the dining table. The room was dark, except for a pair of 

candles bringing in the center of the table. While he was 

washing himself, she had also changed into a more elegant 

dress. Maybe this was the surprise she had planned for him. 
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“It looks like you went all-out on dinner tonight. This 

looks amazing.” Her eyes were glowing at it the second she saw 

him step around the corner into the room.  

“Have a seat. I prepared tonight’s meal special for you. 

I hope you like it.”  

“It smells great. Where is Tommy?” 

“I told him he could stay at a friend’s house tonight. 

We’re all alone.” She smiled again at him from across the 

table.”  

“It’s a shame. He’s missing a really impressive meal.” 

“I think we can manage to have a nice evening without 

him. I don’t think he’d appreciate it as much as you.” The glare 

had returned to her eye that made her look somewhat 

mischievous in the candlelight. The gleam she had, and the 

twist in her smirk made his spine tingle, so he turned his 

attention more to the meal in front of him. There was a red sea 

creature of some kind on his plate, along with a few small 

shelled things, and a salad. It all smelled great, and it tasted 

even better. They tasted like familiar meals he had eaten before, 

and he guessed seafood was similar all over. There was less 

talking during dinner than the night before. Janet asked about 

the garden, and about the new car she saw in the driveway. 

Cameron told her the stories of getting his license, and the new 

car, but he wasn’t too interested in them. When the meal was 

done, he offered to do the dishes, as a way to show his thanks. 

She accepted, and said she would run upstairs for a moment. He 

cleared the table, and loaded their dishes into the dishwasher, as 

he had seen Janet do the night before. He was almost done, 

when he heard her calling him upstairs, to hive her a hand with 

something. He put down the rag and the plate he was holding, 

and went up to see what it was. As he turned through the 

doorway to her room, he froze. 

The room was very dimply lit, with candles and soft 

glowing lights places throughout, and a soft, rhythmic music 

was playing. Janet was standing at the foot of the four-post bed, 
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with her arm running up one post. She had on a very sheer 

teddy with black lace that clung so tightly to her form that it 

could have been painted on. Cameron was at a loss. He had no 

idea what to say; his mouth simply hung open. Before he could 

think of a single syllable, she had moved from her position at 

the bed, and glided her way over to him. She wrapped one arm 

around him, and shut the door with her free hand. She started to 

kiss him slowly and passionately, and there was little he could 

do to get away. It wasn’t until she started to slowly pull him in 

the direction of the bed that he found the words to speak.  

“I don’t know about this…” he tried desperately not to 

let the panic show in his voice.  

“Well, I do. I’ve waited five years for you to come back 

to me, to feel your touch, I’m not waiting one minute longer.” 

She took hold of him, and kissed him again. Her lips moved 

across his face, to his neck, where she bit him.  

“Ow! Hey…” Her eyes met his with a look of hunger 

and satisfaction that cut him off completely. They sparkled with 

pure passion, and she moved like an unstoppable panther 

woman. Her hands took hold of his shirt, and as he started to 

protest, she tore it open, snapping off most of its little buttons, 

and sending them flying. “But…” he tried again. She was 

kissing down his chest. She stopped only to look up at him.  

“Shhh…” She whispered, and turned her attention back 

to his flesh. She began to nibble on his left nipple, and tease it 

with her tongue.  

“But I…” There was no talking to her. She rose until 

her face met his again. Her hands took hold of his belt, and she 

swung him around, onto the bed.  

“I told you to shush. You don’t want to make me mad, 

do you?” Her dark brown hair was falling in front of her face as 

she looked down at him with fire and mock anger. With one 

swing, she pulled the belt out of his pants, and launched it over 

her shoulder. Cameron was watching her through eyes of 

desperation, trying to think of any excuse at all to leave. 
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Nothing came to his mind. He was paralyzed. She unsnapped 

his pants, and with a hearty tug brought off both the pants and 

those terribly uncomfortable briefs. He longed for even their 

cover, right then. He could feel the air of the room cold against 

his skin, as blood rushed to every corner of his body. Her 

fingers ran up his legs, gently caressing his most personal on 

skin. She then reached behind her back, and unhooked the 

teddy. Cameron could hear the tiny snapping noises as each 

hook came undone, over the music, and the beating of his own 

heart. He was suddenly overcome by all the exhaustion of 

everything that had happened. All the trials of the long day he 

had just experienced, and every day before that. There hadn’t 

been an easy moment among them, and he had run out of 

strength days ago. How hard would it be, he wondered, to just 

stop trying? Janet slipped the teddy off, and it made barely a 

sound as it hit the carpet.  

She pushed him up on the bed, until his head hit a 

pillow. She wasn’t a bad person, and she was kind to him. 

There are men who would kill to be in Cameron’s shoes right 

then, alone with a woman like Janet. Maybe he had fought long 

enough. Whether this was some of Ghan’s trickery, or just 

some kind of cruel trick of fate, maybe it was time to give up, 

and let whatever it was in control win. Her lips made their way 

down his warm body, with soft smacking sounds from her 

gentle kisses. His heart skipped and his lungs stung with fresh 

air when she got low enough, and he could feel the intimate 

manipulations of her tongue, and the heat from her mouth. Her 

hands ran over his body, and her eyes stared at him with a love 

and power that made him homesick. His body tingled and 

pulsated in a way that made him shudder. Muscles flexed 

without his control. He lay unable to control the actions of his 

own body. He let go. Janet’s eyes grew slightly with pleasure 

and surprise. The air struck him even colder, when she lifted 

her head again, and pulled herself up close to him.  
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She rolled over, and poured two glasses of rich red 

wine, that was sitting on the nightstand. She handed one to him, 

and he took it, but he did not drink. She whispered in his ear, 

and played with his hair in between drinks from her glass. She 

didn’t even notice that his glass was full when she tried to refill 

it. When hers was empty again, she took both of the glasses, 

hers, and his still-full one, and set them back on the nightstand. 

Then she started to kiss him again, starting at his ear, and 

working her way to his mouth. Her lips and breath tasted like 

sweet grape wine, and were soft, and smooth. Her light skin and 

delicate fingers once again traveled Cameron’s body, pressing 

and sliding against a sweat he was unable to control. The heat 

and blood rushes followed the trails of her hands, and he could 

feel the life pounding in him. She slid a leg over his body, and 

brought herself up above him. With a cautious movement, and a 

slight moan, Cameron could feel the heat of her body around 

him, to match the steaming heat in her eyes as she looked down 

at him though stray strands of her hair. The muscles of her 

thighs flexed against his body, and her weight pressed down on 

him. He was aware of her touch, and her breath, and all the 

twitches and movements of his own body, but even as her 

gentle moans and his own heartbeat got louder, Cameron 

started to drift off. He closed his eyes, and tried not to think 

about having given up. He tried not to think about his beautiful 

wife, and their sweet, wonderful child. Laying in a bed of 

passion with Janet, he tried not to think of anything at all.  
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The battlefield was never an easy place to be. Blood 

and carnage and death were not really the surroundings of 

farmers or artists. Beautiful forests with animals and crystalline 

waters truly make better surroundings for those types of people, 

or at the very worst, an open dirt field and a hot sun, waiting for 

a day full of hard, laborious work. But that’s where Cameron 

found himself, barely any time after he had left those hot open 

feilds to join in the war efforts. Even looking back, it still 

confused him how he could end up in such a scenario. His 

entire troop had been attacked on a routine patrol to explore one 

of the larger farming colonies on Io. The streets were narrow, 

and all the little shops and houses were placed fairly close 

together, which made it hard to see the attack coming. Before 

they knew what was happening, they were outnumbered, and 

pinned down in what was left of a small bar. The captain was 

still outside, and was probably dead by now. Everyone was in a 

panic, and there was a look shared amongst the soldiers that 

said they didn’t think they had much chance for getting out 

alive. But Cameron had too much to live for. One of the men he 

dragged to shelter still had his gauntlets on. He choked out 

some words of encouragement, and a goodbye, before fading 

away.  

The first time he had seen them, he thought the 

gauntlets were terrible, brutal things. It was the kind of thing 

you could expect from the savages of Callisto, not civilized 
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men. They comprised of heavy metal and leather gloves, like 

the gauntlets ancient knights might have worn, that ran the 

entire length of the forearm, and often had bracings for the 

upper arm to keep them on. They had blades sticking out of 

them, on several sides, and usually a gun of some kind attached 

firmly to the palm, or under a plate of armor on the top of the 

wrist. It was designed to do nothing but slaughter everything 

around you, and because of that, Cameron couldn’t stand them. 

They had no use besides death. And the pair that this man, 

dying at Cameron’s side, wore were far worse than any others 

he had seen before. He built them himself, before he joined the 

battle. They had spikes coming off the elbows, and the blades 

sticking out the top and the bottom of the hand were as long as 

short swords. The blade coming off the knuckles to the front 

wasn’t much shorter, and the man had bragged repeatedly about 

the power of his guns. He even proved himself by splintering 

the trunk of a small tree. As they were marching across the 

hills, the weapons made Cameron sick. Now, with the dying 

words of a fellow soldier, they had been given to him.  

He swallowed hard, and unfastened them from the dead 

man’s arm. He took the spare ammunition from his belt, and 

loaded up. They were heavier than they looked, but he could 

feel how powerful they were. The blades were extremely sharp, 

and incredibly easy to control on such a small base. When he 

held his armored arm up, over the top of what was left of the 

bar wall, he could see a few Ghanish soldiers approaching in 

the reflection on the shiny plating. He turned, and crouched, 

ready to leap up. Some of the other soldiers who saw this 

followed suit. He stood up, quickly, and fired at the attackers. 

The power of the guns shook his whole body, and he could feel 

his bones being pushed backwards, compacted, but he was only 

thinking about the men in front of him, who were falling in 

sprays of blood. They were outnumbered and surrounded, but if 

they were already resigned to die, then there was nothing left to 

do but fight all the way down. Cameron ran up and down the 
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narrow streets and alleyways, through abandoned buildings, 

tearing apart enemy after enemy with the powerful blades and 

incredible firepower of his gauntlets. The remaining soldiers 

followed, using everything they had against their attackers. It 

wasn’t until hours later, after running the entire town twice 

without encountering a single living soul, that the remaining 

group of soldiers realized that what had began as a last-ditch 

suicide mission had become a victory. The only person who 

wasn’t shocked was Cameron, who stood apart from his fellow 

troopers, covered in the blood of the fallen. He knew he had too 

much to live for to die just yet. He still had a baby daughter and 

a wonderful wife to go home to.  

That day he was given his first promotion. Everyone he 

encountered offered him everything from praise, to drinks, to 

various gifts. He was awarded medals and commendations. All 

he wanted to do was go back to the little room in the barracks 

where he was staying with Aimee, and where Danielle slept in 

the tiny nook they made for her out of a closet. It was Aimee 

that gave him strength to go back out on the fields day after 

day, and gave him peace of mind when the day was done. 

Cameron knew men who had seen less battle, and fought fewer 

fights, who became shadows of their former selves after 

fighting. They couldn’t adjust to the horror of the things they 

had seen, the things that they themselves had done. It shook 

them to their very souls, and caused changes that only years of 

therapy could only begin to touch. Cameron saw them, and he 

knew that the only thing that kept him from being one of them 

was his gorgeous family, and the love he found in them. They 

gave him strength, and protection, and most of all, they gave 

him faith in what he was doing. They believed in him, and what 

he was doing, and he believed in them, and the love they gave. 

Everyone should have a right to love like that, and as long as 

the Warlord Ghan was ruling the people of Arlan, there would 

be none. And as long as that was the case, he would strap on 

those gauntlets, day after day, and lead battle after battle against 
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the onslaught they brought. He had earned many more medals, 

and even more nicknames and reputations for the battles he led 

from the infantry. He even held onto the damnable things after 

he was moved to the air fighters. They had done so much to 

protect him, and he owed it to the memory of those he had slain 

to remember each of their faces when he saw the weapons. He 

always joked about how well they might protect him in plowing 

season, too. But he knew, in his heart, that the only thing that 

really saved him was having Aimee nearby, to come home to, 

and to give him strength. She was everything to him, and he 

would do absolutely anything for her, just to stand beside her 

and to see her smile. He could still see her, and feel her next to 

him when he woke up from his dreams of love and war. 

 

 There was sunlight coming in from somewhere. It 

seemed strange, but distantly familiar, too. Cameron yawned, 

and stretched, and noticed the arm that was draped over his 

shoulder. He was aware of someone warm laying against his 

back. The blankets were soft and comforting. He waited for a 

few minutes, to see if he could hear any of the animals making 

noise, and to see if Danielle was up yet. Everything was quiet. 

He rolled over slowly, turning his head to kiss his wife good 

morning. Under dark brown hair, tossed about from sleep and 

pillows, the face he saw was not Aimee’s at all. In a flash, 

everything came back to him. Waking up in the hospital; the 

night before. So many images from the night. He rolled over, 

trying to get away from the naked woman sleeping next to him, 

and fell on the floor. She stirred at the noise, and sat up slightly.  

“Cam? That you?” Her eyes still weren’t open, and Cameron 

tried to cover himself with the first thing he could find. When he 

saw that he was holding Janet’s teddy, from last night, he 

dropped it, and launched himself at some pants. He fell over 

trying to pull them on too fast, and Janet sat up to see what was 

going on. The blankets fell off of her, and he was afraid to look 

up. He snapped the pants, quickly, and ran out of 
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the room, grabbing a shirt. He rushed downstairs, and ran the 

shower. He felt so filthy after everything he had done with that 

woman. How could he do that? How could he just give in that 

way? He couldn’t forgive himself for doing that. Aimee had 

never let him down, not once, and had never given him any 

reason to doubt her. Wherever she was now, he could be sure she 

was waiting patiently for him to come back, and believing in him 

entirely, and here he had spent last night in the bed with another 

woman. Just because he had given up. Well, he wouldn’t let it 

happen again. He couldn’t give up, not now, and not ever. As 

long as he could still feel Aimee out there somewhere, he would 

return to her, somehow, in some way.   

 

He managed to avoid Janet for the rest of the morning. 

She seemed to be confused by his refusal to look her in the 

eyes, and the way he seemed afraid even to talk to her, but she 

let it slide with a patient sigh, and left for her daily errands. He 

could remember mentioning having to see her broker, and 

doing some shopping. There was more to the list, but Cameron 

was far from paying any attention. He couldn’t wait to get away 

from her. Seeing her, smelling her hair, was a constant 

reminder of his failure, and his shame. Every time an image 

flashed from the night before, it made him feel sick inside. 

When she was gone, he started to try and lay out his own day. 

Since he had no idea when Mr. Jacobs would be stopping by, he 

found it hard to work around that too much, but the sooner he 

could get a workstation set up in his rooms, the sooner he could 

start working on his search. And he would definitely have to go 

to the gym today if he wanted to keep up with his 

improvements. Otherwise, it could all be just a waste.  

It turned out that he didn’t have to wait too long for 

Drake Jacobs to show up at all. It wasn’t even noon yet when 

he came wheeling up into the driveway in an older sportscar, 

and got out. He looked strange, wearing darkly colored suits 

and sunglasses, and he sported a somewhat uneven mustache. 
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He walked to the door with an old, beaten briefcase, and 

knocked loudly. When Cameron opened the door, he stuck out 

an arm in an offering of a handshake.  

“Hey there, you must be the guy I spoke to on the 

phone, right? Cameron?” 

“Yes, that’s me. Please, come in, Mr. Jacobs.” 

“Don’t mind if I do. This is a nice place here, Cam. 

Really nice.” He stepped in the doorway, and removed his dark 

fedora, looking around at the decorations inside. “Looks like 

someone sure has some rich tastes.”  

“Janet certainly does have that. It’s not my style, 

personally, but she seems to enjoy decorating. Can I get you 

anything to drink?” He politely led the man into the living 

room, to have a seat. He followed politely, walking slowly as 

he gaped at all the decorations and shiny objects.  

“Yeah, that sounds good. I’ll take a good scotch, or 

anything carbonated.” He sat down on the soft new sofa. 

Cameron went into the kitchen to see what he could find. 

Carbonation was the bubbles in some of the things Janet gave 

him, he was pretty sure, but he didn’t know what a scotch 

looked like. He looked over all of the various bottles in the 

refrigerator, but he couldn’t find anything that said scotch on it. 

He took one of the cold cans of the carbonated drink instead, 

and brought it out for his guest.  

“I couldn’t find any scotch in there. I hope this is 

alright. There are a few different flavors in there, if you prefer.” 

The detective looked confused. He raised an eyebrow and 

looked at Cameron with bewilderment, glancing between him 

and the table in the far corner. Finally he shrugged, as though 

accepting something, and nodded. “Okay. Yeah, that will be 

great, thanks.” He took the can from Cameron’s hand and 

opened it. Cameron sat down in a chair facing the man, and 

leaned forward.  

“So, Mr. Jacobs, what kind of information are you 

going to need from me?”  
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“Well, first of all, I need you not to call me Mr. Jacobs. 

I prefer Drake, if that’s alright with you.” 

“That suits me fine. It’s a good name.” 

“Yep, that’s why I chose it. I think it suits me. Sounds 

good, too.” 

“Chose it? How do you choose your own name?” 

Cameron was confused. There were so many things he didn’t 

understand these days.  

“You know, like when you go to the court for name 

changes.” 

“So you can give yourself whatever name you want, 

and it’s official?” 

“Absolutely. You’ve never heard of that before?” Drake 

was starting to look either concerned, or wary.  

“No. Where I come from, your name is your name for 

life, unless you have good reason to change it, from parental 

issues, or a question of a child’s birth away from home.” 

“Well, I don’t know where that is, but around here, 

nothing much is permanent. So tell me about this wife and 

daughter you want me to find for you.” 

“What do you want to know?” Cameron found his focus 

again, and watched as the detective brought out a notepad and a 

pen from the briefcase. He clicked the pen. 

“Names would be a good start. What happened to them, 

why did they leave, where might they have gone?” He leaned 

back into a listening position, and set his eyes on Cameron, 

waiting for a response.  

“My wife’s name is Aimee. Aimee Harris, and our 

daughter is Danielle. And they didn’t really leave me. We were 

just separated, and I don’t know where they are now.” 

“Was it a messy separation then? Did she run off with 

the kid, or do you just want to find her for a divorce?” Drake 

was getting frustrated.  

“No, not at all. I love my wife. It’s hard to explain.”  
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“Clearly. Why don’t you start at the beginning. How 

did you get separated?” 

“I don’t know if I should say exactly. Something 

happened…to me. I ended up here, which is far away from 

where they are, or should be. I haven’t heard from them yet, 

and don’t know how to find them. That’s why I asked you to 

help me.” 

“Alright. So right now all I have is that I am looking for 

Aimee and Danielle Harris. Can you give me any ideas about 

where to look? Any more information at all?” He tapped his 

pen on the notepad, trying to vent his dismay at the situation.  

“Have you ever heard of a place called Cydonia? Or 

Donlous?” 

“No, I can’t say I have.” 

“Oh. Well, that’s where Aimee was raised. I can give 

you a descriptions of them, if you want, and the names of 

Aimee’s parents. Would that help at all?” 

“Yes. Right now, everything will help.” The detective 

leaned back in the sofa again, and Cameron started to give as 

exact descriptions of his wife and daughter as he could. He 

spelled out the names of his mother and father in-laws, as well 

as the cities in which they had and raised Aimee. He listed off 

all the pertinent information he could think of, and answered 

any question he felt he could. Finally, Drake Jacobs set down 

his pen, and closed his notepad, setting both back inside his 

worn briefcase. “That should be enough to go on. Usually 

around now, people want to ask me about my fees.” 

“To tell you the truth, Drake, I’m not too concerned 

about that. Janet tells me we have money, and I can’t think of a 

better way to use it.” 

“Is Janet your sister, or a friend?” 

“No, Janet is…Janet thinks she should be something 

she’s not. She should be a friend, but that’s another long story 

that’s hard to explain.” 
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“Sounds like a messy business. Well, Cam, I hope I can 

help you out on this one. I’ll give you my card, in case you 

think of anything else, and I’ll call you as soon as I find 

something.” 

“Sounds great. Can I get you anything else before you 

go? Another drink?” 

“Nah, I’m fine, thanks.” 

“Okay. Sorry again that we didn’t have any scotch for 

you.” He stood at the same time as the detective, to lead him to 

the door.  

“None your friend lets you give out anyway.” 

“What do you mean?” The detective looked again at the 

table in the corner of the room, and pointed. 

“If I’m not mistaken, that looks like scotch over there to 

me.” Cameron followed his eyes along the path of Drake’s 

fingers, to a bottle on the table’s surface. He walked over and 

picked it up. 

“Really? You mean this is scotch? Huh…I thought 

these things were just for decoration…” He lifted the lid off the 

glass container and smelled its contents. They were stronger 

than he expected. He replaced the lid, and motioned the bottle 

slightly towards Drake. “Can I get you a glass of scotch, then?” 

The man had a look of shock on his face that was quickly 

replaced with amusement. He shook his head. 

“No, thanks. We’ll just have to keep that in mind for 

next time.” He turned, and started towards the front door. 

Cameron set down the glass bottle, and followed. He shook the 

man’s hand, and watched him leave. The man was interesting, 

and hopefully, he would be able to help him get out of this 

place, and find the family he longed to be with. In the 

meantime, he had a few things to do. He knew that he should 

start looking for furniture and equipment for his rooms, and for 

the search, but he didn’t want to think about that right then. He 

was too full of hope, having sent a private detective to find his 

wife. The man claims to be able to find anyone. He’ll be able to 
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find Aimee, and then all this trouble can be over. He smiled to 

himself, and walked outside, to the shed, where his gardening 

things were all kept. He wanted to lose himself in the 

daydreams of his normal life, and the wonderful work in the 

plants and dirt.  
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Weeks followed weeks, and there was no word from 

Drake yet. Cameron had done well to keep busy though. The 

work on his garden was all but completed. Now there was the 

maintenance and care that you give any garden, but everything 

was planted and in place. He ended up splitting the area into 

two sections. The corner to the side and back were reserved for 

various vegetables, and in the center the sapling that would one 

day be an apple tree was growing. It was still open dirt at the 

moment, but underneath the soil lay the promise of rhubarb and 

lettuce and carrots and nearly a half dozen other various 

vegetables that had caught Cameron’s eye while he was 

shopping. The rest of the land was a garden of flowers, stone, 

and beauty bright enough to catch many people’s eye. There 

was a variety of flowers as wide as any florist in the area could 

offer, and arrangements more incredible than most people could 

believe. It looked more like a mystical wonderland than a 

backyard garden. Pathways of polished stone wound their way 

through the giant potting sculptures and plants full of bright 

colors, and various statues and writings decorated every 

surface. A stream ran through the center, branching off in 

places to water the plants, everyone leading back to a central 

fountain that towered above the rest of the plant-life. In the 

back corner was a tent, where Cameron worked on sculptures. 

There was a new one in there he hadn’t shown anyone yet, and 

he could be heard in there chipping away at stone late into the 
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night. There were only two clearings wider than the pathway in 

the rest of the exotic, man-made jungle. One of them was near 

to the beginning, and was laid out in bright stone, like that of 

the path. The rocks were spread out in the pattern of a blanket, 

and on it were somewhat abstract sculptures from stone of what 

appeared to be a basket, and food. Stone and wooden animals 

watched from the edges of the growth, and towards the back a 

small fountain, an off-branch of the central source, danced into 

a small pool. Rising from the center of the pool was a wooden 

sign with the words “Danielle’s Garden” written on it. The 

other was back further from the rest, and slightly larger. There 

was a stone pedestal raised there, standing a foot above the 

ground, that remained bare. Green grass surrounded it, before 

fading back into the densest of the gardens plant population. 

This was where you could usually find Cameron, hiding from 

the world and meditating on thoughts that were his and his 

alone, and never shared with anyone. The garden was 

Cameron’s pride and joy, and there wasn’t a day that he didn’t 

spend time in it. In the evenings, he worked in his office. Janet 

had watched with much concern as his office slowly started to 

resemble the bedroom of her six year old son more than the 

trappings of an adult. The furniture that was used to decorate it 

was nice, and strong, but lacked the flair and ornament that she 

felt belonged in her house. And the decorations he chose were 

even worse: maps of stars, and the planets, globes, mobiles. But 

her concern was Tommy’s delight, and he grew closer to 

Cameron every day. The child loved to listen to stories, and 

learn all the amazing facts about space that Cameron had to 

share. There were times when they would sit in the office for 

hours, talking and reading and telling stories. When he wasn’t 

with Tommy, his focus was devoted entirely to his ongoing 

search. He never breathed a word of it to anyone, and left no 

clues for them to follow, but he was looking through every 

computer database and search engine he could find. He hadn’t 

yet found a single thing on his missing wife, or daughter, and it 



 71

was starting to give him some concern. How much better he 

would have felt to have a name turn up, or to get one phone call 

from the detective he hired. But he refused to give up faith. Not 

entirely, and not yet. He had made that mistake once, and that 

was enough. 

That, too, gave Janet reason for concern. It was some 

time before he even could look at her straight when speaking to 

her, after than night. She had been so happy to be reunited with 

her husband, the man she loved, after five long years. When he 

first came home she was worried about the effects to his 

memory a coma might have had, and, while she didn’t want to 

say anything to anyone, she was personally mortified he might 

have some kind of brain damage, but in that evening all her 

fears had been wiped away. She was reminded of her love for 

her husband, and had felt passions and pleasures she had never 

known before. And then it was gone, just like that. Nothing left 

of that evening but her memories. He looked at her with no 

spark, no romance. He wasn’t cold to her, and he showed no 

malice, either, but it was like living with a stranger. He kept to 

himself, and when he did come spend time around the family, 

cooking meals or having a simple conversation, it was like 

visiting a friend you hardly see, not talking with your true love. 

The only comfort she had was that he was starting to act a little 

bit more normal in his daily activities. For a while there he had 

been acting like he was seeing the world for the first time. He 

would approach complete strangers, and ask them the most 

bizarre questions, and watch them with amazement as they 

answered. He was almost like a child. But that was mostly over, 

and he was moving around like an adult. There were times 

when he would simply demand what he wanted done, expecting 

someone to tell him how to go about it, but they were more 

rare. At least they were rare around her, but, then, how often 

did she really see him? She didn’t have the heart to give up on 

him though. At least, not yet. He was still a good man, she 

knew that. And she was still attracted to him. More than ever, 
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actually, as he continued to visit the gym on a regular basis. He 

was built up to the point now where he looked like some kind 

of action movie star. He had a lot of muscle, but not in a 

steroid-overdosed bodybuilder kind of way. He was sleek, and 

quick. He looked like a fighter, which is ironic for a man as 

hell-bent on peace as Cameron seemed to be. But the body was 

a plus. And he was a good dad. That had to count for 

something, too. When she first got pregnant, he wasn’t even 

sure he wanted a child, and now they were bonding. Of course, 

Tommy still called him Cameron instead of dad, but that wasn’t 

the important part to her. What was important was that the two 

of them got along. He would come around soon, she told 

herself. He would finish up whatever it was he worked on all 

day, cut his hair, and then go back to work. He was starting to 

look so shaggy. It had it’s charm, but businessmen don’t let 

themselves go that far without grooming. Maybe he was 

looking for new jobs on the computer. Or maybe he would take 

his old job back. Things would be just like they were, only 

better, because they had lived through something hard, and 

made it out together. 

Her faith is one thing that Cameron liked the most 

about Janet. She was far from perfect, and didn’t seem to 

understand much of what he was doing, but anyone with that 

much faith and hope has to have a good core. There were even 

times he felt like sitting down with her and explaining what he 

was doing, and everything that had happened. But then he saw 

the flash in her eyes, when she looked at him, that made him 

know she wouldn’t understand at all, and wouldn’t believe it 

even if she did. She was too far lost in the naivety of her own 

world. Stuck in her beliefs about his identity, and the way the 

world should be. When he found Aimee, it would make more 

sense. He could explain it to her then. They might even get 

along, and then they could all be friends. He would enjoy that 

greatly. Then Danielle and Tommy could grow up together. He 

was quite fond of the boy. He was so full of imagination and 
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energy; it reminded him a lot of his missing daughter. The 

trouble those two would be able to get in together…the thought 

alone made Cameron cringe, and laugh, all at once.  

When the day finally arrive that Detective Jacobs did 

call back, Cameron was out back in his garden. It was actually 

Tommy who answered the phone, and brought it out to him. 

Tommy was the only person besides Cameron to have a key to 

the door of his office, and when he installed the deadbolt, he 

made sure to put it in low enough that the small boy could 

reach it. He had promised to keep it a secret, and enjoyed 

spending as much time there as possible. Cameron made it a 

point to keep blankets by the couch in case he decided to sleep 

there instead of his own room. Tommy ran barefoot through the 

stone pathways of the garden, to the corner where he knew 

Cameron would be. He hated to interrupt the meditations, but 

the phone almost never rang in the office, and it was always 

important. When Cameron heard who it was, he rushed back to 

the phone, and locked the door behind him. His heart raced 

with hope and anticipation, his mind with worry and wonder.  

“Hello?” 

“Hey, Cameron?” Drake’s voice was curious, and it 

was impossible to detect any emotion from it.  

“Yes, that’s me. Did you find anything?” 

“Well, I’ve looked down every path I could find, and 

dug under every rock. If you’d like to get together, I can share 

what I’ve found out.” There still seemed to be no tone in the 

man’s voice. Cameron could barely keep from yelling into the 

phone. The man who can find anyone had news about his wife.  

“When’s the soonest I can meet with you?” 

“I have some free time now. If you want, I can come 

down to your house, and share what I’ve found.” 

“No, Janet and Tommy are both home. Why don’t I 

come down to your office?” Every word took so long to get out, 

he wondered if they were even worth the effort. He felt like 

rushing to his car and speeding down there immediately.  
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“Alright. Can you find your way here alright?” 

“Yeah, I know my way around more now.” It suddenly 

struck Cameron what was different in the way Drake sounded. 

It wasn’t in his voice so much as his words. All the clever little 

jokes, and the little jokes he just thought were clever, were 

gone. “Hey, Drake, is everything alright?”  

“Yeah, everything is fine. I’ll see you soon, Cam.” 

They got off the line, and Cameron grabbed his things, his keys, 

and ran out the door. He didn’t even have a chance to yell to 

Janet or Tommy that he was leaving, he was in such a hurry. He 

was even willing to risk a speeding ticket on the way there, 

which was something he avoided, after a couple of run-ins with 

the local police department. He had learned for one not to take 

the driving advice of a cabbie on speed limits. But this was 

important enough to be worth the fine, if need be.  

He made it all the way to the detective’s office without 

any mishaps or problems, and ran to the door. Drake let him in, 

and motioned for him to sit down. He sat behind his desk, and 

pulled out some files and a notebook. He opened the file up, 

and lifted back a bottle of scotch. He looked like a worried 

man.  

“So, what did you find?” 

“Well, I searched every possible location, pipeline, and 

data storage known to civilized man for some record, any 

record, of either an Aimee Harris, or a Danielle Harris. I found 

a lot of people under that name, but every one of them was a 

dead end.” 

“What do you mean dead end?” 

“I mean they weren’t the person you were looking for. 

Nobody even came close. There is no record of an Aimee 

Harris anywhere near your age, and none who matched your 

description even in the slightest.” 

“So that’s it?” Cameron couldn’t believe he waited all 

that time for this answer. 
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“Not quite. I decided to try a different path. I figured if 

I looked at your own history, I would be able to find where 

your path crossed hers. At first I started to look for a Cameron 

Harris, but that was no good. No record at all. And then I 

remembered that your driver’s license said Cameron Edison. I 

traced you back quite a ways, and I did find a record of a wife.” 

“You mean you found her?!” Cameron was a bottle 

rocket waiting to explode. Drake took another drink. 

“I found Janet Edison. Your wife. Your only wife.” 

“What do you mean? She’s not my wife. I told you, she 

thinks she’s something she’s not. Aimee…” Drake cut him off 

before he could finish the sentence. 

“Doesn’t exist. This person that you think you are, this 

Cameron Harris, doesn’t exist. It’s all in your head, Cam, every 

bit of it. You are Cameron Edison. You got hurt when some 

scaffolding from a remodeling job on your house collapsed, and 

you ended up in a coma. You were there for five years, and 

your wife, your only wife, attended to your legal matters, and 

your home. I don’t know what all this was about, this search for 

a wide and daughter, but I do know that none of it exists.”  

“It exists. I exist. I’m sitting in front of you now, aren’t 

I?” 

“Yes, as Cameron Edison. Edison. Nobody else.” 

“What do names matter? You said yourself that Drake 

Jacobs wasn’t your real name, you had it changed to that. 

Maybe there is some confusion about my name, but I can tell 

you I know exactly who I am, and I know that I had a wife, and 

a daughter. Their names are Aimee and Danielle, and they 

mean the world to me, do you understand that? They are 

everything to me.”  

“I’m sorry, Mr. Edison, but they aren’t real…I can’t put 

it any other way.” 

“Fine. Tell me how much I owe you, and I’ll give you a 

check. I don’t need you to find them, I’ll do it on my own.” He 

stood, and pulled a checkbook from his back pocket.  
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“But you haven’t yet, have you? You haven’t even 

come close. And you won’t, either. Not in this lifetime.” The 

detective remained calm, staring up at Cameron from behind 

his desk. Cameron couldn’t tell if he was too drunk to move, or 

too cold-hearted to care. It didn’t matter, either way.  

“Forget it. Just mail me the bill. I’m leaving.” He 

turned, and stormed out of the office. Just before the door 

slammed shut, Drake yelled from inside. 

“I’m sorry…” 

 

The words of detective Jacobs rang through his ears all 

the way home, repeating over and over, like a bad record, and 

an annoying pet shop bird. He knew his life, and he knew his 

family. If he existed, then they did too, somewhere. Maybe he 

didn’t exist at all anymore. Maybe he had died, in some battle. 

Maybe the enemy attacked while they slept that night, and this 

was his hell, for all the people he killed in battle. No, he 

thought, there was too much here that wouldn’t be in hell. 

Tommy wouldn’t be in hell. He needed to forget this. He 

couldn’t let those bitter words change him, make him give up 

his faith. The truth was the truth, no matter if it couldn’t be seen 

by others. So one man didn’t believe him. None of the doctors 

did, either, and they certainly didn’t stop him. All the same, he 

just wanted to get away for a while. Lock himself in his office, 

and think about something else. Anything else. There had to be 

something to do around there. He pulled into the driveway, and 

went in the house. No sooner was the door shut behind him, 

than Janet came out from around the corner. She was clearly 

not happy. That made two of them.  

“Where did you go, running off like that?” Her arms 

were crossed in front of her, and her face was already glowing.  

“Sorry. There was something I had to look into.” He 

started to turn towards the hallways, but she stepped in front of 

him, staying in his line of sight.  
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“And you couldn’t even tell me you were leaving? You 

had to just bolt out of here, without so much as a ‘Goodbye, 

Janet, I’ll be back soon.’ Her voice was straining to stay below 

a yell, but it was clear that it wouldn’t be able to hold out for 

long.   

“It was kind of a rush, I wasn’t thinking.” The last thing 

Cameron wanted right now was an argument.  

“I don’t suppose it had anything to do with a job, did 

it?” 

“No, not really.” 

“I didn’t think so. You know, Mr. Sellers says you can 

go back to your old job, if you want it.” 

“I’ve told you before, I can’t do that. That’s not me.” 

Janet’s voice couldn’t hold out any longer. 

“And just who are you? Huh? Because you sure as hell 

aren’t acting like anyone I know! Least of all like my husband. 

You’ve barely spoken ten words to me in days, and you treat 

me like a stranger. What happened to you? I mean, I know you 

were in a coma, but you should be recovering by now. You 

won’t even sleep in the same room as me. What happened to 

that? You were back for one night, and then after that you just 

started acting weird. I think I deserve an explanation.” Now it 

was taking Cameron some effort not to yell, too. It was 

something he almost never did, but he had taken all the bad 

news and trouble he was going to for one day.  

“And if I had one to give you, I would certainly do it. 

But nothing I could say, nothing I have said, makes any 

difference anyway. You don’t know what I’ve been through, 

and you don’t know how hard I’ve been working to hold it all 

together. I’m sorry that I’m not around as much as you want, 

but I’m not comfortable with it, I’ve told you that. Now, I’ve 

had a long day, I don’t need to be yelled at, and I don’t need to 

be told repeatedly about some job opening from Mr. Sellers. 

I’m not interested.” He watched her closely, to see if she would 
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move, and let him go back to his den. It wasn’t going to 

happen. 

“And why not? You had that job for years, and you 

loved it. You made good money, and did a good job, and now 

all the sudden you act like it’s the worst thing you’ve ever 

heard of. But I don’t see you looking for anything else. And 

what does that mean, it doesn’t feel right to be with me? I’m 

your wife, for Christ’s sake. What is happening with you?” She 

was still glaring at him, but her posture had changed. Her 

eyebrows furrowed, and her shoulders slumped, and her eyes 

were starting to reflect more concern and sadness than anger 

anymore. If there was anything he could have said to make her 

understand, he would have, but there wasn’t a thing that entered 

his mind. He just wanted to have peace, and it wouldn’t happen 

there. 

“What’s happening…too much. Too much to deal with 

all of this and that at the same time. I need to go clear my 

head.” He turned back around, and left. Janet stood, staring at 

the door after it slammed shut, tears streaming down her face. 

She had been strong for five long years, when she didn’t think 

she could make it. How long was she supposed to go with him 

acting like this?  

Cameron was having a hard time focusing as he was 

driving. He needed someone who would understand, and keep 

his mind off of things. Since he had been here, he really only 

made one friend. Everyone else tended to get sick of him fast, 

either because he was too strange, or because they thought he 

was just rude by his misunderstandings. Michael Davis now 

only scowled at him from across the room when he though he 

wouldn’t be seen, and greeted him with uncomfortable small-

talk when they couldn’t avoid each other at the gym. Only one 

person had even tried to understand him, or showed a little 

faith, and in the passing weeks, they became good friends. 

Stephanie, from the clinic, didn’t live too far from Janet’s 
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house, and she would be able to help him. Hopefully, anyway. 

He walked up to her apartment door, and knocked.  

Stephanie came to the door looking a little surprised. It 

was not like Cameron to stop by without calling, and she wasn’t 

used to getting strange visitors.  

“Steph, hi. I hope I’m not interrupting anything 

important.” 

“Of course not, Cam, I was just reading. When have 

you known me to be doing something that can’t be disturbed at 

this time of the evening?” She stood aside from the doorway, to 

let Cameron enter her place. While he didn’t understand it, she 

was right about what she had said. In the weeks he had been her 

friend, she had not once been out of her apartment having fun. 

He thought she was an attractive young woman, and she was 

definitely pleasant to be around, but she just never seemed to 

have too many friends.  

“I’m sorry for coming by without calling. I just needed 

to get out, and I didn’t really know where else to go.” 

“That’s alright. Is something the matter?” 

“No. Yes, actually. I don’t know. I’d really rather not 

talk about it. Would you like to go get something to eat?” 

Stephanie’s face was riddled with concern, and she picked her 

jacket up off of the chair by the door.  

“Yeah, yeah absolutely.” They went to a café nearby, 

and ordered some pie. Stephanie was trying to make small talk, 

and keep conversation going, but it was clear to her that 

something big was on Cameron’s mind, and she wanted to 

know what it was. After a while of her speaking to herself and 

the salt shaker, he finally snapped out of whatever daydream he 

had been lost in all evening, and shared what was on his mind.  

“Do you think I’m real?” The question caught her off 

guard.  

“What do you mean, real?” 
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“I mean, do you think I’m real? That I am who I say I 

am, who I think I am, or do you think I’m crazy like everyone 

else does?”  

“I don’t think you’re crazy. What makes you ask a 

question like that?” 

“I told you about the private detective I hired to help me 

find my wife, right?” 

“Yeah. Was he able to get anything?” 

“No. He told me she doesn’t exist, that there is no 

record of her ever having been born, let alone married to me. 

He told me it was all some fantasy in my head, and that I didn’t 

even know myself. Said the people who mean the most to me, 

and everything I know, was all in my head. Even who I am. He 

was looking at me like he thought I was crazy. Am I?” 

“Not to me. So one man couldn’t find her. A few people 

don’t believe you. I don’t think that matters at all.”  

“How can it not matter if my memories are real?” 

“Because they’re real to you. Because you know them, 

in full detail, and they help shape who you are. Whether or not 

other people know who you are, or think it’s who you should 

be, you know yourself, and I for one think you’re a great 

person. One of the best people I’ve ever met. You don’t lie, you 

don’t break promises, you don’t even look at things negatively. 

You see the world for its opportunities, and try to make it better 

in any way that you can.”  

“That was just the way that I was brought up. Unless 

my memories are all dreams, in which case, it’s all bullshit.” 

“But that’s just it. What does it matter where they come 

from? You believe that you were brought up that way, and the 

you that you are truly remembers all those lessons. And 

whether you have proof of your parents or schooling or not, you 

do have proof that they make you a better person than most out 

there. So tell me this: do you like who you are? Are you proud 

of yourself, when you go to bed, and do you like who you see 

when you look in the mirror?” 
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“Yes. I guess I am. I mean, I’m not perfect, but I’m 

trying. I’m making progress. There is more I can do, I’m 

sure…” 

“Of course there is more you can do. There is more 

everyone can do. The problem with a lot of people is that they 

think they have an inability to change. They see people they 

think of as heroes, they remark about how outstanding these 

people are, for their actions of beliefs or the sacrifices they 

make, and then they go about their normal lives without a 

single change. If there is something you could do to make 

yourself happier, some characteristic you really respect and 

wish you had, then why not try to achieve it? Working on 

growth is the most important part, and trying for the hard 

changes, instead of writing them off. That isn’t something I can 

see you doing. Since I’ve known you, you have been striving to 

make yourself a better person. What I was asking is if you like 

who you are, and where you are going?” She had a passion 

when she spoke that he had never really seen before. Her 

questions, and the things she was saying, they weren’t just a 

pep-talk. They were part of the way she lived, and what she 

truly believed. She was reaching out to help someone she did 

care about.  

“Then, yes, I do.” 

“Good. Then what else matters?” She smiled at 

Cameron from across the table.  

“I guess you’re right. To hell with Mr. Jacobs. At least 

he did give me one thing useful.” Cameron smiled back at her.  

“What’s that?” 

“I’m sick and tired of everyone telling me that my name 

isn’t Cameron Harris. As soon as I figure out how and where to 

do it, I’m going to go down and legally change my name.” 

“So Drake Jacobs wasn’t his real name?”  

“I don’t think it was originally, no.” 
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“I didn’t think it sounded real. It sounded more like 

something from a paperback mystery novel. So are you feeling 

better now?”  

“Yes, I am. Thank you Steph. There is one thing I 

would like to do tonight, now that I’m thinking about it. Your 

welcome to come along, if you want.”  

“Where is it that you want to go?” 

“You’ll see.” Stephanie smiled, and her eyes twinkled.  

“A secret adventure, huh? Count me in.”  

“Glad to hear it.” Cameron paid for both of them, 

including a slice of pie that never even touched his fork, and 

they got back in his car. He drove them through a town he had 

explored many times in search of some shop or another. He no 

longer needed to use the phone book that he carried in the back 

seat of his car everywhere he went. Over the weeks, his map 

became a maze of letters and routes, drawn from one place to 

another. He had driven past this place a dozen or more times, 

and asked around about it. Nobody had anything bad to say 

about it, which gave him a little confidence. They pulled up 

outside a brick building, and walked in the door, Cameron with 

the canvas bag he often used to carry around notebooks, 

research, or art supplies. Stephanie was surprised to find herself 

in a tattoo parlor, face to face with a hairy man in leather 

behind the counter, who looked like he was abandoned in a 

motorcycle caravan of some kind. Cameron had no hesitation at 

all, as he approached the approached the bearded tattoo artist, 

and spoke.  

“Hello. I would like to get some tattoos. Tonight, if 

possible.” Stephanie looked at him with a little bit of surprise. 

“Do you have designs of your own?” 

“Yes I do.”  

“Alright, what would you like?” Cameron pulled a 

small selection of papers from his bag, all held together with a 

paper clip. He took off the clip, and laid the pieces of paper 
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down on the counter. The man on the other side looked at this 

with disbelief.  

“This one will go on my right shoulder, and this one on 

my left chest. These two on my left arm. These are for my 

forearms, left thigh, back of my neck, and this one below my 

naval. Most of them are pretty simple, but I put together this 

chart, in case I couldn’t describe it well enough.” He pointed to 

each of the papers, and the man just watched in awe. 

“Shit, he drew a map…” He looked at the picture of a 

man, with arrows pointing to the locations of every tattoo on 

the papers. “Normally, we only do one or two at a time. A lot of 

these wouldn’t take a long time, but, it’s pretty unusual to do 

this much at once.” 

“I understand. Still, it would mean a lot to me, and I 

would be willing to pay extra, for the trouble.”  

“Well, they are good designs. Fuck it, man, let me go 

see what I can do.” The man took the drawings in his scarred 

and calloused hand, and walked into the back of the parlor. At 

the counter, Stephanie and Cameron could hear him talking to 

another man. “Hey, Sonny, we got a guy out there who wants 

all these done on him today, if we can. Says he’ll pay extra if 

we can do it.”  

“Let me see them.” There was a rustling of papers. 

“Shit, man, there are like, what…nine here. That could take a 

while.” 

“Yeah, I know. But the designs are really good. I figure 

if we both work on his at the same time, it won’t take too long, 

right?”  

“Yeah, I guess. Hey, what is this one, a map of where 

he wants them?” 

“Yep.” 

“Shit…Alright, bring him back.” The man returned 

back through the doorway. 

“You guys can come on back. We’ll do it.” Cameron 

and Stephanie followed him to a back room that looked like a 
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cross between a dentists office and a music store, with pictures 

all over the walls, and strange padded benches and chairs sitting 

around. The other man was still looking over the drawings, and 

only glanced up briefly when they walked in the room.  

“You do these yourself, man?”  

“Yes, I did”  

“They’re pretty good. You sure you want to get them all 

done at the same time?” 

“Positive.”  

“Okay. Where do we start, chief?”  

“I’ll go ahead and leave that up the professionals. 

Where do you think we should start?”  

“The arms should be the easiest, and won’t get in the 

way as much. Take off your shirt, and go ahead and take a seat 

up on that chair. You can go ahead and sit in the other chair 

there, if you want, honey.” Cameron handed his bag to 

Stephanie, and pulled off his sweater as he climbed up in the 

chair. Stephanie forced a smile to the man named Sonny, and 

sat where she was directed. “You sure we can’t get one for you, 

too?”  

“No, I’ll pass, thanks.” She smiled again and adjusted 

herself in the chair. The men turned back to Cameron, and 

compared the sketches to his arm, and then set to gathering 

their equipment together.  

Stephanie herself was a little caught off guard by 

Cameron with his shirt off. He had improved a lot since he 

came to her in the hospital, pale and weak, and all the weeks of 

working outside and exercising had done a lot to improve his 

figure. She found herself blushing, and realized she was 

probably staring at him. She tried to notice anything else, but 

couldn’t help but to watch and cringe when they started the first 

two tattoos. She looked for any sign of pain on Cameron’s face, 

but he was sitting through it all with a calm expression. He 

even seemed to be enjoying himself.  
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“Doesn’t that hurt, Cam? You don’t look phased by it at 

all?” She couldn’t believe his cool exterior.  

“Not really. I mean, it stings, I guess, but it’s not like a 

searing pain or anything. It’s not bad. Just makes you more 

aware of your skin.”  

“I still can’t believe you just decided to do this just like 

that.” 

“Weren’t you the one who said if there was anything I 

could do to improve myself, and how I felt about who I saw in 

the mirror, I should jump on the chance?” 

“Yeah, but I just didn’t think it would be this. Are they 

things from before, or something you just decided you 

wanted?” 

“They’re from before. Something that’s been missing 

all this time.”  

“What do they all mean?”  

“Different things. You can see better pictures of them in 

that bag. There should be a folder with some drawings in them, 

that have notes on them. They might help explain better. I 

would come over and explain them myself, but I think I’ll be 

here a while.” Stephanie took the folder from his bag, and 

started to look through the sketches inside. She knew that he 

had a passion for the arts, but she had never really looked at 

anything he had done before. She really liked some of his 

designs.  

One of them involved a star, with seven points on it. At 

the tip of each point was a symbol; a paint brush, a scroll, a 

lyre, an abacus, a musical note, a hammer and chisel, and a pair 

of medusa masks. In the center was a very old looking key. The 

only note on it said “heart.” Another one was all black, and had 

the outline of a shield, with a dragon curled up inside of it. It’s 

notes said “seal of Cydonia-neck.” Several of them were 

beautiful, if a little confusing, like the one with an eye bleeding 

colors into a waterfall, and a pool of fire below, or what 

appeared to be several stars aligning overtop of a three-sided 
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star, with strange symbols written along each point. Others 

were easier to guess on the meanings, such as a pair of circular 

figures. One had wings wrapped around each other, and the 

outlines of bright eyes and a smiling face, and opposite it was a 

ball of flame, with reflections of anger, to represent a balance 

between good and evil. There were two that appeared to be 

related to the military; symbols that must have represented his 

rank and squadrons in the war he fought in. At the bottom of 

one was a series of dots, row after row of simple dots. The last 

one was a banner, wrapped around itself in a mobius strip, with 

things that looked like runes running along it, and larger 

symbols in the openings. It listed things next to some of the 

symbols, such as “love, beauty, art, life, happiness, health, 

warmth, and unity.” 

“They all have a lot of meaning for you, don’t they?” 

“Of course. It’s just a way to express yourself, isn’t it? 

To decorate yourself with the things that are the most important 

to you. Your values and beliefs.” 

“I guess I never thought of it that way. I can’t even 

think of being able to design something like that for myself.”  

“If your starting to rethink the tattoo thing, I’m pretty 

sure I could come up with something for you.” 

“Do you think so?” 

“Yeah, I think I know you well enough to do that. As 

soon as these guys finish with my arms, I can draw something 

out for you.” 

“Really?” 

“Absolutely.” 

“Cool. Hey, was that notebook in there your 

sketchbook?” 

“Yes, it was.” 

“Can I look at it?” 

“Of course.”  

Stephanie pulled out the thick notebook, and set down 

the bag on the floor. She opened up the cover, and was swept 
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away. The pictures in the book were far better than any of his 

simple sketches or designs for his tattoos. She turned page after 

page, each one was something beautiful and unique. She felt as 

though she was seeing deeper into Cameron with every new 

drawing or watercolor she looked at. Some of them were black 

and white drawings in pencil or charcoal, and some of them 

were full of magnificent color. She saw places she recognized, 

from around the town, but saw in a new light on those pages. 

She also saw new places, some of the places she had only 

imagined from the stories he would tell. She saw several that 

she knew could only be the magical place where he first met his 

wife, with all the color and beautiful flowers. She didn’t know 

how long she was looking at those drawings, but she was 

completely enveloped in the worlds they held. She was 

completely unaware of the world around her, until she got to 

one drawing that snapped her back out of it. When she looked 

up, Tiny was just finishing up the angry fireball on the 

underside of Cameron’s forearm, and Sonny was getting 

everything ready to start on some new ones. The Three sided 

star and planets were already on his shoulder, and both of the 

military symbols as well as the feathery wings were on his 

other arm. Cameron was sitting, staring into space with a grin 

on his face, probably as oblivious to the world as was she while 

she was looking at his work. She held up the picture she was 

looking at, to show him.  

“Is this Aimee?” Cameron’s eyes drifted over to the 

painting, and his grin stretched wider.  

“Yes, that’s her.” Stephanie set the book back in her 

lap, and looked at it again.  

“She’s beautiful.” The woman in the drawing had long 

hair flowing down her shoulders, with light shining off of it like 

a precious metal. Her eyes were bright and strong, and shone 

with energy you could feel even through the paper. It was no 

wonder Cameron refused to let her go, she thought.  
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“My daughter is on the next page, I believe.” Cameron 

was still watching her and smiling widely. He was clearly 

proud that someone was finally seeing his family. She turned 

the page, and sure enough she saw a picture of an adorable little 

girl, with dark hair like her father, and sparkling eyes, just like 

her mother. She was adorable, with rosy cheeks and freckles. 

Stephanie couldn’t help but smile at the little girl’s grin. 

Cameron got some paper and a pencil from Sonny as Tiny 

stood up to shake his hands out before starting on a new tattoo. 

He sat with his head bowed, so that his neck could be reached 

for a tattoo, scribbling on white paper. Across from him, 

Stephanie once again became enthralled by the remaining 

pictures in the notebook.  

She finished in time to see Cameron standing up for a 

stretch when the small dragon on his neck was completed. 

There was only three more to go, and the tattoo artists were 

very pleased with themselves. They kept making Cameron take 

off the gauze they put overtop, so they could see their own 

handiwork.  

“Not a bad job, huh, Tiny? I think I feel a few more in 

me, what about you?” Sonny stretched, and cracked his 

knuckles.  

“I can handle that. And what about you?” He looked 

over at Stephanie again. “Change your mind at all? We can 

work you in, too.” A small flash of fright returned to her eyes.  

“I’m still not so sure about that.” She tried to sound as 

polite as she could, without sounding afraid. Cameron walked 

over to her, and set the drawings he was working on in her lap. 

The sketches were varied and had little detail, but the one on 

top had a very set, finished look to it. There was an outline of a 

hand, with fingers spread open. There were stars on the palm, 

that seemed to be in a pattern. In the four largest stars were 

symbols that looked somewhat familiar. “What is this?” 
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“The design I told you I would work on. Just in case 

you changed your mind.” Cameron went back to his stretching, 

before another extended period of stillness.  

“Are these stars in a pattern?”  

“Mm-hmm.” 

“What do they mean?” 

“It’s your astrological constellation. Gemini.”  

“How do you know that?” 

“You forget; I’ve studied the stars quite a lot. It’s just 

one of those things I remember.” 

“And what are these symbols?” 

“Ancient Japanese characters. They stand for Truth, 

Trust, Love, and Happiness.” 

“You know ancient Japanese? How is that possible? I 

thought English was the main language, where you come 

from.” 

“It is. Sometime before Ragnarok happened, the 

Americanization of other countries started to become faster and 

faster. Before long English was the most common second 

language in the world. Every country slowly started adopting 

parts of American culture, while America itself became overrun 

with people looking to escape their own countries. America 

actually developed the living conditions of a third world 

country, so while it claimed the status of a superpower, only 

half of it’s population actually spoke the language of the 

government. After the revolution, when America as it was 

known was destroyed, people had second thoughts about how 

readily they gave up their old customs. Having everyone use 

the same language was convenient, and made everything run 

smoother, so they all kept English as their main language, but it 

became very common for people to study greatly the language 

and ways of their ancestor’s heritage, and that of other faded 

nations. So, because of this fascination, it became a hobby for 

many people to learn languages of the past. A lot of those 

things actually survived, and it happens to be something I was 
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interested in during my studies. Didn’t you notice all the 

different characters and symbols on my tattoo designs?” 

Stephanie shrugged.  

“I did, but I thought that they were probably something 

from your era, that I couldn’t understand. I didn’t think it would 

be from here. Don’t ask me why.” Tiny and Sonny looked a 

little confused about the conversation that was going on, but 

they asked no questions. Sonny made his was over to where 

Stephanie was sitting, and peeked at the picture.  

“So, does that mean you’ll be wanting a tattoo of your 

own now? That’s a pretty good design there, too.”  

“I think I’ll still need to think about it a while.” Sonny 

nodded, and turned back to Cameron.  

“Alright, then, that means we’re back to you. You’re 

going to have to lose the pants so we can start on your leg.” 

Stephanie’s eyes grew slightly as she heard that. She was just 

finally getting used to seeing Cameron walking around without 

his shirt on, and now, before her very eyes, he was taking of his 

pants, too, leaving nothing but a pair of dark socks, and some 

boxer shorts. She had to keep scolding herself for looking too 

closely at him. She started examining the design in her lap even 

more closely, trying to burn holes across every line with her 

eyes, and repeating to herself not to start blushing. Cameron sat 

back down in his chair, and the two tattoo artists resumed their 

places. Tiny was bent over his chest, starting work on the seven 

pointed star over his heart, and Sonny was already going on the 

eye crying into the lake of fire on the side of his left thigh. As 

intent as she was on trying to distract herself, and save dignity, 

she couldn’t help but steal a look at Cameron every now and 

then, relaxing half naked in an armchair. He certainly was a 

great looking guy. It’s no wonder Janet had a hard time staying 

away from him.  

Stephanie eventually had to get up and stretch her legs. 

She walked around to the outside part of the store, so she had 

room to pace. She looked at all the pictures on the walls, of 
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tattoo designs that patrons had to choose from. They all looked 

pretty common to her. Maybe Cameron could sell a few designs 

to the guys later on. She knew he was a little bit worried about 

being able to make a living here, since his skills were so 

different than the things taught today, and he had no records of 

schooling. He said that he and Janet had enough money to last 

for as long as they would need, but he also hated living off of 

someone else’s money. Streetlights shined through the 

drawings that covered the windows. She couldn’t see any 

clocks around, but it must be getting a little late. How long does 

it usually take to give someone a tattoo? When she returned to 

the back room, the artists had finished up the tattoos they were 

working on. Sonny was putting gauze and tape over Cameron’s 

chest, and Tiny was getting the inks ready for the final tattoo. 

When they saw Stephanie come back, Sonny stood up.  

“Last chance here tonight. You had a enough time to 

think over the tattoo yet?” She looked from Sonny, to the 

drawing, to Cameron, relaxing in the tattoo chair, covered with 

little white strips of cloth.  

“It’s a lot of fun.” Cameron winked at her. She had 

never thought of herself as the kind of person to get a tattoo. 

But, then, she never really pictured herself even sitting in one 

of these parlors. She was starting to think there were too many 

things she didn’t do. Maybe she should take more chances, 

have a little bit more adventure in her life. If Cameron could sit 

through eight of those things, then surely she could handle one. 

And she did really love the picture he drew for her.  

“Alright. I guess. What have I got to lose?” Tiny and 

Sonny cheered, and helped her pick out colors for the design. 

She decided she wanted it low on her back, in the middle. 

Sonny set the chair lower, and she lay on it, propping her head 

on her arms, facing Cameron. She could see Tiny’s back, which 

blocked most of Cameron form her sight, while the two were 

apparently discussing the placement of the last tattoo. Tiny 

even had the map in his hands, to help him understand.  
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“Alright, now, for this one, is that as low as you 

actually want it?” 

“Yeah, right about there.” 

“So that’s, what, right above the hairline, yeah?” 

“Yeah, I guess so.” 

“Alright. You’re going to have to pull them down far 

enough for me to do the tattoo.” Stephanie was wondering what 

they were talking about, sitting and watching the two men 

discuss. It was a little like reality television, since she had 

nowhere else to look while her tattoo was being done. When 

tiny moved, to go get the needle and ink, she smiled at 

Cameron. Her smile froze with shock when she took a second 

look at him. She could feel her eyes growing larger, and her jaw 

starting to drop a little. He was sitting there in that chair, with 

his boxer shorts pulled partway down. She could even see a 

patch of hair. She would have been stuck staring at him, if 

Sonny hadn’t started with her own tattoo. If it didn’t sting so 

much, she would have been grateful for the distraction.  

“I can’t believe I’m actually doing this…” She 

mumbled through gritted teeth at Cameron, who was chuckling 

as Tiny started work on his last one. It wasn’t quite to painless 

an experience as he had made it out to be, but it wasn’t as bad 

as she pictured, either. After a while, adrenaline kicked in, and 

she couldn’t even really tell anymore, besides the tingle of the 

needle going in and out of her body. She wished a little that she 

didn’t have to be directly facing Cameron for the entire thing, 

though. That made it a little harder for her to be on her best 

behavior. She had to remind herself several times a minute that 

he was married, and she was his friend. But, even when you 

have to constantly keep yourself in check, with that much 

adventure and adrenaline running through your body, time 

passes quickly, and before long, the whole experience was over. 

Her back was bandaged, and she was able to walk around 

again, so long as she didn’t lean back too hard when she sat. 

Cameron, too, was able to get up, and get dressed again for the 
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first time in several hours. He seemed pleased with himself, 

even when he and the men were discussing the prices, and he 

had to pay what seemed like a lot of money for getting ten 

tattoos done in one night. He insisted to Stephanie that it was a 

fair deal, though, and well worth it. They thanked the men, and 

went back to Cameron’s car so he could drive her back home. 

They talked all the way about the two men who ran the place, 

and their tattoo designs. She mentioned that she thought he 

could probably sell some of his ideas to them, for designs, so 

they would have a unique selection, and he seemed to even like 

the idea.  

“And now, you’ll have something to show off to all 

your friends. Your wild tattoo adventure.” Cameron smiled at 

her as she winced again at having relaxed too much on the 

padded seats of his car.  

“What are you talking about, Cam. You are all my 

friends.” She smiled back at him.  

“Bah, you’ve got more friends than just me. I know, 

you have pictures of them in your apartment.” 

“Yeah, I guess. But I don’t get along with them as well 

as I do you.” He grinned. 

“I guess I am pretty hard to beat, huh? Still doesn’t 

make much sense to me. A girl like you should have all kinds 

of friends, not to mention long lines of guys waiting to be with 

you.” 

“Yeah, right. What would long lines of guys want with 

quiet little me?”  

“Besides the fact that you’re kind, and fun, and 

beautiful, and smart, and all around amazing? I don’t know.” 

She tried to suppress a smile. 

“Well, maybe I don’t want long lines of guys. Maybe I 

already know exactly what I want, and refuse to settle for 

anything else, just like you.” 

“Oh, yeah?” 
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“Yeah. I mean, you could have any girl you want, and 

Janet is certainly crazy about you, but you choose to be alone 

because they aren’t your wife, right? For that matter Janet is a 

looker herself, but she chooses to wait for you, because she 

thinks you’re her husband. Why should I be any different?” 

“You shouldn’t. I just hate to see a sweet girl like you 

have to spend all those lonely nights being unhappy. But if you 

know what you want, then never give up, and I wish you the 

best. Let me know if I can ever do anything to help.”  

“Thanks. You too. And if you ever have any more hard 

days, or the lonely nights become too much, then I want you to 

come straight to me, too. Okay?” He smiled at her again. She 

was the most caring friend he could have, and he really didn’t 

know if he could make it in this place without her. He drove her 

home, and said goodnight, and then went back to his office. It 

had been a long day, and he was getting pretty drowsy. He was 

so tired he didn’t even have a problem laying on the tender skin 

underneath his new tattoos to go to sleep.  
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While he was even more determined than ever before in 

his decision to not give up home, it was still hard for him to 

show his normal amount of energy. It was decidedly a time to 

regroup, and to figure out what options Cameron had in front of 

him. His first attempt at getting a private detective failed. Just 

because the man said he was the best, didn’t make it so, and 

just because one detective failed doesn’t mean that there is 

nobody else who can search. There would be ways. He just had 

to figure out what they were. While he was doing that, he had 

to try and find other things to do with his time. He had 

originally thought it would only be a matter of time before he 

found Aimee, and Danielle, and then he would be on his way 

back to them, and the life he belonged in. But if this search was 

going to take a long time, then perhaps he should worry about 

setting up a life here. He wasn’t comfortable with being so 

useless for so long a time, and as gratifying as it was to be able 

to set up a nice garden, he needed to do something soon, or he 

would go insane. Sitting around idle was not his nature at all.  

Being distracted by all these decisions and 

complications made him seem more withdrawn from the world 

than normal, and it began to give Janet more reason to worry. 

Before he saw the family at least somewhat, and was involved 

in mealtime, and playing with Tommy. Now, he was separated 

in his room even more than before, doing whatever it is that he 

did in there. The only person besides him who seemed to go in 
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there was Tommy, and she had no idea when he would be gone. 

Some nights she was even pretty sure he was sleeping in there. 

Every time she tried to door, while Tommy was at school and 

Cameron was off doing whatever it was he did when he left 

without notice, it was locked tight. It was something she had a 

feeling she should stay away from, but it started to eat away at 

her, and every time she sat in the house alone, thinking about 

how the family was supposed to be even more together since he 

came back, and wondering where everybody else was. She was 

worried about what might be going through his head. He was 

supposed to have been stabling out, and remembering his 

family, his entire life. But now he was further away than he was 

when he came home from the hospital. She wanted to call the 

doctors but she was afraid she wouldn’t have anything to tell 

them. And she knew that calling the doctors would make 

Cameron even angrier at her, make him think she betrayed him, 

and with good reason. This was something she wanted to take 

care of on her own, just her, and Cameron.  

The desire to find out what was going on in that room 

was more than she could resist, though. One night, she was 

putting Tommy to bed in his room, when she saw a key 

hanging around the neck of a stuffed bear on the floor. She had 

never seen it before. Was it possible that Tommy had his own 

key to Cameron’s special room that nobody else went into? She 

waited until the child fell asleep, and then snuck into his room 

and snatched the key and chain from around the neck of the 

bear. She was almost afraid to go into the room, because she 

had no idea when or if he even slept in there, or when he would 

be going next. When she heard his shower turning on, she 

guessed that that would be her best opportunity to do a little bit 

of spy work. She just had to see what was going on in there; her 

curiosity was stronger than her respect for privacy. She snuck 

quietly to the door at the end of the hallway, stopping every 

time she heard the floorboards squeak, to see if anyone was 
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lurking in the shadows to hear her. She turned the lock as 

carefully as she could, and slowly pushed open the door.  

Janet hadn’t had so much as a peek at the room since he 

started to decorate it, with fairly priced furniture and posters of 

planets and maps that looked like something he would have 

bought with Tommy, but it didn’t prepare her for the shock she 

got looking in what had become more like an apartment than a 

home office. In one corner was a desk set up with not only one, 

but two computers staring out, piled with papers and files, and 

little post-it notes stuck everywhere. There was a drawing table 

in the back, with papers tacked above it of gardens and plants 

more beautiful than the garden that had arisen in her very own 

back yard. The pictures and maps of planets had multiplied, 

some of them even had additional cities and structures drawn in 

by Cameron himself. She walked around the room, examining 

everything she saw, trying to make sense of it all. It was like a 

puzzle, with little pieces laying all over. Pictures of people she 

had never met, and places she had never even heard of all over, 

papers scribbled with notes, thoughts, ideas. One folder was 

labeled as being theories as to how Cameron got here. She 

flipped through some of the pages, reading over ideas that 

sounded like the plot of a bad science fiction movie. Some of 

them were simple; like this whole life actually being a coma 

itself, and everything that was happened was nothing more than 

a nightmare. Some of them were much more complex, like 

theories on how he could have somehow achieved time travel, 

and others she didn’t even understand; one on the possibility of 

sliding into some kind of alternate universe, and trading places 

with his counterpart in this world, or possibly his spirit just 

entered into another person somewhere far away. There were 

enough papers in that folder to cover every possible explanation 

there would be for his arrival, and every single one of them had 

hand-scrawled notes detailing his doubts or feelings on them. 

‘Time travel wouldn’t cause my body to change,’ or ‘if I had 

been brought to a new place, people would not already know 



 100

me.’ She was still trying to make sense of it all when she the 

sound of a door knocking against the wall as it opened from 

behind her.  

“Oh! Cameron!” She turned around, and frantically 

tried to think of anything to say. Her mouth was moving at high 

speeds, but she didn’t have even the slightest of reasoning for 

how or why she was in his office. He just stood in the doorway 

to the bathroom, with a towel wrapped around his waist, 

watching her with a scowl set on his brow. “What happened to 

you? What are those marks on your body?” She took a step 

closer, and then another, trying to decipher the colored patches 

growing on his skin. He didn’t reply, or even move. Just held 

that icy glare on her, watching her every move. “Are those 

tattoos? Cameron, when did you get tattoos? Why won’t you 

say something?” Finally he spoke. 

“What are you doing in here?” his voice was even 

colder than his glare. She had never heard that edge to his voice 

before, and it sent a chill down her spine.  

“I just came in here to see you. I…You’ve been locked 

in here so much lately, I’ve hardly had a chance to see you.”  

“How did you get past the lock?”  

“I…Tommy gave me his key, to get in, so I could talk 

to you.” He looked from her eyes, down to the file in her hands. 

“Enjoying a little light reading while you were waiting 

for me to get out of the shower?”  

“I was just…looking. Curious, I guess. I just picked it 

up, actually, I didn’t even have a chance to read anything.” 

“That’s three times just now that you’ve lied to me. 

Care to clear anything up, or are you sticking to your story?” 

His words were like stones, cold and hard, and they struck her 

with as much force. She was flustered, and didn’t know what to 

do.  

“I…I just wanted to know what was going on in here. 

You spend all your time in here, and I just had to know what 

you were doing, what was going on inside your mind. Please, 
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Cameron, I’m worried about you.” She was trying to keep the 

desperation out of her voice, and look as strong as she could, 

but she could feel the stinging in her eyes that signaled the 

beginnings of teardrops.  

“And you chose to break into my room and sneak 

through my files instead of trying to ask me about it.” It wasn’t 

a question, and he didn’t have much sympathy in his voice 

when he spoke. 

“When was I supposed to talk to you? When are you 

not cooped up in here? You don’t even come out to eat all that 

often these days. I don’t know what to do anymore…” 

“You could have tried knocking.”  

“…Your right. I could have. And I made a mistake, and 

I’m sorry.” She closed the file and set it on the desk behind her. 

“I just didn’t think that talking to you would do any good, and I 

was afraid of ending up in another fight again where you run 

out the door. I just want to understand what’s going on. I want 

to know what is happening to you. I had to go through to many 

years alone, and suffered all kinds of people telling me I should 

give up, and let you go. But I refused to, because I knew you 

would be back, and we could be together again. And then you 

did come back, and you came home to me, but you’re further 

away than ever before. Do you know what it’s like to be living 

in the same house with someone you love, and have them 

completely ignore you? Can you just try to picture what this is 

like? I know you’re going through something hard, and the 

doctors told me it might take a while before you become like 

you used to be, but I need some kind of sign here, because I 

can’t go on like this much longer.” The tears had clouded up 

her vision, and dropped softly to the floor. She couldn’t see 

clearly enough to make out the expression on Cameron’s face, 

but his voice became a little softer.  

“I’m sorry, Janet. This is hard for everyone, for all 

kinds of different reasons, and I guess I haven’t been too 

considerate to anyone else. There are just too many things 
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going on, and I’m not really sure what to do about all of it. 

Look, I’m standing here in a towel. Why don’t you go warm up 

some water for tea, and I’ll get dressed, and we can talk.” He 

started to turn back through the doorway. 

“You don’t have to.” Janet’s voice came out weaker 

than she intended it to. 

“Pardon me?” He turned back around to face her again.  

“You don’t have to get dressed again. I haven’t been 

with you since that night, when you first came home. It would 

be nice to feel you again; it would be good to feel your arms 

holding me again…” She could feel her voice shaking in her 

chest again. She truly wanted nothing more than to feel his 

arms wrap around her, and show her he still cared. 

“I really think it would be better if I got dressed.” He 

stood, still half turned, watching to see if she what she would 

do. A cry chocked her breath, and the tears welled up again.  

“You don’t think I’m pretty anymore? You don’t 

even…don’t you love me?” She could barely get the words out 

before the tears overwhelmed her. Her whole body shook with 

deep, sobbing breaths. Cameron walked closer to her, and put 

his hands on her shoulders, to comfort her.  

“It’s not that, at all. I think you’re a very beautiful 

woman, Janet. I just think that it would be better if we talked 

through some things first. I think it would be better for us. It’ll 

be alright. I’ll be out in a second, and we can discuss anything 

you like. Okay?” She sniffled, and tried to control her crying. 

She forced a smile, and nodded.  

“Okay. I’ll go make tea…” She turned, and walked out 

of the room. Cameron sighed. It would be a long night. Maybe 

he could slowly get Janet to start to understand, though. Or 

maybe it would all blow up in his face. He got dressed, and 

went to the kitchen, where Janet was standing by the stove, 

with tissues in her hand, watching steam come from the teapot. 

When she saw him come in, she poured the water into two 

cups, and added teabags. She sat them at the kitchen table, and 
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then put some honey, sugar, and crème next to them, and sat 

down. Cameron sat down in front of his cup, and added some of 

the crème and honey.  

“So, what would you like to talk about first?” Cameron 

stirred his tea, and looked at Janet.  

“You. What’s going on with you.” 

“That’s a pretty broad statement. What do you mean?” 

“Like, all these changes I see in you. For example, this 

job. You used to love your job, and they’re offering it to you 

again. Not a lot of people get chances like that. Why don’t you 

want to go back to it?” 

“I just can’t see myself doing something like that. I 

don’t understand it, and I don’t agree with what I do 

understand. How can you sell something like airwaves? It’s air, 

really, and not much more. I know it’s a convenience to the 

people who buy it, to tell customers, but to set it so high, it 

doesn’t give the little companies a chance. They don’t have 

worse service, or worse quality, they just can’t afford to pay 

such expensive prices just to talk to people. And it costs no 

more money for the company to run a commercial than it does 

to put anything else through the station. It’s all the same 

electricity, and the same air. Giving something free to people, 

through air or television, or even a newspaper, that’s supposed 

to be a service to the community, right? But the small 

businesses are part of the community, too, run by its members. 

It would be doing the community members who run the 

business a big service by getting their name out to the people, 

and it would be doing the consumers a service, too, because 

then they would know what their options are. There are enough 

people for everyone to share, but they make all advertising so 

expensive, and so competitive, that only the biggest ones can 

afford any big advertisements. It doesn’t make sense to me, and 

I certainly couldn’t see myself trying to tell people how to do it, 

or taking part in it.” Janet seemed confused by his explanation. 

“So you just don’t believe in it anymore?” 
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“I guess you could say that, yeah.” 

“Then, if you don’t want to be an Ad Executive, what 

do you want to do?” This was a question Cameron had even 

been asking himself lately. 

“I don’t know, exactly. There are a lot of things I enjoy, 

and a lot of things I love that I see around me. There are some 

things I want to be involved with, but I don’t know what I am 

actually qualified to do for a job, and I don’t know what is 

really out there. I guess I didn’t think it was a rush for me to 

find. We have more money than a lot of people, and more than 

enough to take care of us for our natural lives, don’t we?” 

“That doesn’t mean we can just sit back and watch it all 

drip away. What about traveling, and vacations? Buying new 

things? I might want to redecorate in a few years. Not to 

mention it might be nice to have something to leave to Tommy 

when he grows up.” 

“Those are all things to look at. And I am looking for 

something to do. But, for now, I think we’re safe enough that I 

don’t have to rush about and panic. It would be worse to jump 

into something and get stuck, than to take time and be sure of 

where it is I want to go, don’t you think?” 

“I guess so. Alright, then the job thing aside. What 

about the way you just lock yourself up in that room all the 

time? What do you do in there? And why does it look like our 

son decorated it?” Cameron smiled.  

“Well, he did decorate part of it. We happen to have 

similar tastes in décor. The rooms are decorated to make me 

feel comfortable. Natural.” 

“But it’s not like the you that I remember. You used to 

hate cheap furniture, and I can’t picture you having a poster of 

a map of Mars on your wall.” 

“I don’t know what to say. I like those things. 

Sometimes, people’s tastes change. Those things that are in that 

room suit me, the me that I am now, very well. I can’t really 
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speak for how they differ from what I used to like. We all 

change sometimes, especially in these hard times.”  

“Okay, I can buy that, if I have to, but you still haven’t 

told me what it is you do in there.”  

“Research, sometimes. Some drawing, and artwork. 

Sometimes I just read. I’m just so comfortable in there, I spend 

most of my time there, it’s a soothing place to work in.” 

“But you hardly ever come out at all anymore. Are you 

purposely avoiding the rest of the house?” 

“I guess I just didn’t think of it that way. If you’d like 

me to come out more, then I will, simple as that.” Janet bit her 

lip, and looked down at her cup of tea.  

“But it seems like you’ve been avoiding me, too. Aside 

from that one beautiful night, you haven’t even touched me.” 

She looked back into Cameron’s eyes. “What’s wrong with 

me?” He knew that this was a touchy subject, and he would 

have to be careful in answering it.  

“Nothing is wrong with you. I told you; you’re a very 

beautiful woman. And you’re very kind. That’s just something 

that I’ve been having a hard time with. I don’t have it in me to 

do those things, to be…intimate.” All truth.  

“But it’s not as though you can’t. I mean, you did, we 

did, and it was better than ever. What is it that’s stopping you?”  

“I can’t really explain it, because I don’t fully 

understand why it happens, but I can’t handle it, emotionally. 

It’s just not something I’m ready for, yet. I thought I was, that 

one time, but I just…couldn’t take it. It did some damage to my 

mind, that took some time to get over, and I can just feel that 

I’m not ready to try it again yet.”  

“At least now I know why you ran out the next 

morning. But when do you think you’ll be ready again?” 

“I don’t know, and I really can’t say. I’m sorry, I wish I 

could tell you more.” More truth. He wished he could tell her 

everything about Aimee, and have her understand. Janet 

reached out, and took his hand. 
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“Look, I’m sorry that I’ve been so tense lately. I know 

that you’re still recovering, and this is going to take a while for 

all of us to really get back to normal. But can you promise me 

that you’ll try to spend more time outside of that room, with the 

rest of us? I really like some of the changes I see in you, the 

garden in the back is incredible, and I love how close you’re 

getting with Tommy, I just want to see you a little more.” 

“That’s something that I can definitely work on.” She 

smiled at him, and rubbed his hand before letting go.  

“It’s getting late. I should probably be heading to bed 

now.” She stood up, and walked a few steps, before turning 

back. “And as soon as you think you’re ready to be close to me 

again, don’t wait a second to tell me. I don’t care if it’s four in 

the morning. I really like the changes I see in how you look 

naked, too. Those tattoos might take a little getting used to, but 

I think they look kindof sexy.” She winked at him, and walked 

out of the room. Cameron sighed, and walked over to the stove 

to turn the burner back on. This was going to take a lot of work, 

trying to keep Janet happy. It would involve a lot of patience, 

and a little tea never hurt anything when it comes to patience.  

 

True to his promise, Cameron made an effort to spend 

time in the rest of the house, with Janet and Tommy. A lot of 

the time went to being outside, working on the crops and the 

garden. But whenever he just wanted to read, or even 

sometimes when he painted, he made sure to do it in the rest of 

the house. This brought on a lot more conversation from Janet, 

and a lot more awkward situations. It seemed the more she 

wanted to know about his life, the more confused she got about 

who he really was. She started to think he was some kind of 

born-again artist, trying to erase a past he didn’t believe in 

anymore after some traumatic experience. She hardly spoke 

about who he used to be anymore, and seldom mentioned the 

coma. She would occasionally ask how he was doing on his 

search for something to do for a living, and she was always 
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trying to get involved with his various projects. She was 

making it a lot more difficult to search for Aimee. There was a 

lot less time to spend on the computer, and out trying to talk to 

private detectives.  

Aside from the added stress, and suffering through 

Janet’s attempts to argue philosophy for the interest of the high-

end consumer, it was good to have fewer tensions in the 

household. So long as he put in a minimum amount of time in 

the living quarters of the house, nobody complained when he 

worked in his office, or tried to interrupt whatever it was he 

was doing. He decided it would be best to change the locks, 

though, all the same, and he installed a slider from the inside. 

This time he helped Tommy hide his spare key, because if Janet 

knew about the new locks, she might actually go looking for a 

key. She made a copy of Tommy’s old key, which she said was 

in case he went in there and got hurt, she needed a way to get to 

him. Tommy no longer wore the old key on a necklace, but left 

it around the neck of his favorite bear. He liked the way it 

looked there. Things were going smooth enough that Cameron 

thought he might have the time and peace he needed to make 

some of those important decisions he had been thinking about. 

He hadn’t yet been able to figure out what it was he wanted to 

do with his life; there was just so much in the world to do, he 

couldn’t conceive of narrowing it down to doing one thing 

exclusively. And there were a lot of things that required an 

education, which he might have even qualified for, only there 

were no records of his actual schooling. He wanted to find out 

some more information about who everyone thought he was, 

since it might help open doors for him, but he didn’t want to 

ask Janet about any of it, so he hired a detective to look into 

himself. He told the man it was so he would know all the 

different people he would have to inform of his name change, 

when he made it final. He had actually been holding onto the 

papers for the name change for a while, until he could gather 

together all the little pieces of information he needed, like his 
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social security number. When he had all of that, which took less 

time than he expected, he handed in his papers, and waited a 

few days while everything was processed.  

Getting the new name meant he had to go back down to 

the DMV, and get a new drivers license, issued to the new 

name. He recognized some of the people he saw back when he 

was first learning to drive, but none of them even looked at him 

differently to make him think they remembered him. Cameron 

was pleased that he wouldn’t have to take any of the tests again, 

although he had more confidence about passing them now than 

he did the first time. He studied the books a little before going 

in, just in case, but it was a relatively painless process, aside 

from a lengthy wait involving only the old license and his name 

change papers.  

Despite how much he was trying, Janet was still not 

quite happy with the way things were going. She couldn’t put 

her finger on it, but there was something that seemed to be 

missing. She was seeing Cameron a lot more now, and she got 

the family time she had been wanting, but it felt, when it was 

done, like it was something rehearsed, and being put on for her 

benefit alone. Not that he wanted to be there so much as that he 

just didn’t want trouble. She started to wonder how healthy 

Cameron was actually getting, underneath his smiling face. He 

still spent a good amount of time in that room of his, and she 

couldn’t get some of the theories he had gathered together in 

that folder out of her head. A few weeks after their talk, 

something happened that sat even more uncomfortably with 

her, and sunk to the pit of her stomach. There was a sculpture 

he unveiled, that he had been working on in the tent of his, 

which he put on top of the pedestal in his meditation clearing. It 

was a large marble statue of a woman who was very beautiful. 

It wasn’t just an abstract work like most of his others, either, 

with only a few details, this was a true to life depiction of 

someone who seemed real. She was beautiful and shapely, in a 

long flowing gown that both accented the curves of her body, 
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and flowed in the winds, along with her hair. One of her hands 

held some flowers, and the other was raised straight out, to let a 

bird land on it. She was smiling to the sky, with a face that was 

beautiful enough to make Janet a little jealous. The statue very 

obviously wasn’t her, but she had never seen anyone who 

looked like that before. He never called it by any name, and the 

only thing that was written on it was a simple but elegant “A” 

carved into the base of the figure. 

Not only did the statue itself make her uncomfortable, 

but one day when she got home from seeing her stock broker, 

she found that Cameron had invited over some girl to see his 

garden with the new statue in it. He introduced her as 

Stephanie, and said she had been the one to help him when he 

was in the hospital, and was a friend of his now, but she didn’t 

like the situation one bit. At least, she thought, that this 

Stephanie wasn’t the girl from the statue either. She was pretty 

all the same, though; probably five years younger than 

Cameron, and Janet did little to hide her mistrust or dislike for 

the girl. None of that gave her any cause to stir up trouble, 

though, and she was afraid to do something to disrupt how calm 

everything had been.  

Stephanie had been looking forward to seeing the statue 

for quite a while, and took Cameron out to dinner to celebrate 

its completion after she saw it. He couldn’t stop his pride from 

showing, nor could he keep the smile form his face, despite 

having to deal with Todd and the dealer earlier in the day to get 

his car tuned up. He was learning fast that the expensive car 

was a lot of trouble to maintain. But this was the best, most 

perfectly detailed thing he had ever carved from stone, and it 

was magnificent. When he looked at it, he could see Aimee’s 

eyes sparkle, and dance with her in the wind. It made him 

warm, and happy, and homesick all at the same time, but at 

least she could be with him now in some form. And it made 

Stephanie smile, too. She felt like she was finally getting to see 

one of the biggest parts of his life, getting to know him better, 
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and she loved it. There was an energy in the air, went they went 

out to dinner together to celebrate the statues unveiling. She 

had been teasing him about taking care of his car all night.  

“You hate dealing with the company so much because 

they always want to talk about the car, but I thought showing 

off was supposed to be half the fun with a car like that?” He 

just shrugged. 

“The cabbie said I needed a car, it was the first thing I 

found. If I had known how delicate it was, I probably would 

have rethought it. Some guy opened his door, and it hit the side 

of my car, and it left a dent. How can you make such an 

expensive car so easy to damage?”  

“You wanna trade? My car’s a piece of junk, but it’s a 

tank. I’ve always wanted to pretend to be rich anyway, so, you 

know, I wouldn’t mind taking that thing off your hands.” She 

smiled at her own joke, and took another drink from her 

milkshake.  

“You want it?” Cameron raised his eyebrows. “Fine by 

me. Here.” He pulled his keys from his pocket and slid them 

across the table. “It’s all yours. Have fun dealing with Todd, 

that slimy bastard…”  

“Yeah, like he can be so bad as to make you just give 

me your car.” She slid them back towards Cameron.  

“Nope. I’m serious. I’m proposing a straight trade here. 

Your car for mine. I’m sick of that thing, and I think I might 

have some more fun with yours. I might even be able to learn 

how to tinker with it.” He pushed the keys back to Stephanie, 

and placed her hand on them. “They’re yours now. Just make 

sure I get back the keys to Janet’s house, and my safes. I was 

already locked out of that place once, and it wasn’t a whole lot 

of fun.” 

“I can imagine. I don’t think that woman likes me. 

She’s going to be pretty mad that you gave away your car.” 

“I don’t think that woman likes anyone who isn’t like 

her. And what difference does it make to her? It was my car, I 
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don’t think she’s ever even sat inside the thing. It wasn’t hers to 

give.” 

“But, still, that’s a lot of money to just give away.” 

“Steph, I tell you, we have more than enough money to 

afford it. If she didn’t keep wasting it on new furniture and 

redecorating and different ‘investments,’ not to mention her 

rich tastes in everything, we could live comfortably on a 

fraction of what we already have.” Stephanie looked shocked, 

and then confused. 

“Really? I thought you told me she’s been nagging you 

about getting a job of some kind.” 

“She has been. She’s afraid of not having enough. I 

don’t understand why, exactly, but she seems to think we’re 

going to run out, and then be forced to be poor.” Stephanie 

sighed.  

“Never enough I guess…Some people just can’t be 

happy.”  

“Indeed, it does seem that way.” Stephanie picked up 

Cameron’s old keys from the table, by her plate, and jingled 

them. She smiled, and cocked her head a little. 

“But I can.”  

 

Janet was a lot less happy to find out about the car 

trading than Stephanie was. In fact, she was probably even 

madder than Stephanie had predicted. When she heard the old 

car pulling into the driveway, she ran to the window to see who 

it was. She felt her temperature start to rise when she saw the 

blue rust-spotted pile of a car sitting in front of her house, and 

thought it was the physical therapist that Cameron invited over. 

When Cameron himself got out of the old car, she started to get 

confused, which made her even madder. She was instantly full 

of questions as to where the car went, and what had happened 

to it.  

“Well, did you break down or something? I know you 

had to take it to the shop this morning, but I thought everything 
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was fine. You didn’t get in a wreck, did you?” Cameron tried to 

calm her down.  

“No, no, there was no wreck. Everything is alright, the 

car was fixed fine, and to the best of my knowledge, it is 

working perfectly.  I was just sick of dealing with it, and that 

Todd guy, so I traded it for this one.” He motioned out the 

window to his new car. 

“What? You mean you traded a brand new Mercedes 

Benz away for that big ugly…what is it, anyway?” Cameron 

shrugged.  

“I’m not entirely sure. I’m going to have to figure it out, 

though, so I can start learning how to do some work on it.” 

“Since when do you work on cars?” Janet’s eyebrows 

were raised in a perplexed fashion. He smiled at her. 

“Never, actually. I thought it would be fun to learn.”  

“Great. So now you can work on taking apart that 

eyesore right in our driveway. The neighbors are going to think 

you’ve lost your mind. What am I talking about? I think you’ve 

lost your mind, too!” She was beginning to turn red. 

“Why? I like this car. It fits me. It’s simple, and it 

doesn’t have a lot of useless pampering that I don’t need.” 

“What kind of useless pampering?” 

“Like wipers for the headlights, and a special holding 

case for sunglasses, and seat warmers.” 

“Those aren’t useless! I happen to enjoy my seat 

warmers very much. It gets really cold in my car in the winter, 

and the seat warmers really help heat you up when you get in 

there.” 

“But the car already has air heaters and defrosters, does 

it really need seat warmers? Personally, I’ve noticed that my 

seat generates its own heat.” With that, Janet threw her arms up 

in the air.  

“You know what? It doesn’t matter. Obviously you’re 

going to do whatever you want to do anyway, why should my 

opinion matter at all? Keep that big hunk of metal, for all I care, 
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and then run into your room to do whatever it is you do in 

there. I’m going to go to bed.” She turned, and stormed up the 

stairs to her room, and slammed her door. Moments later he 

heard the door to Tommy’s room opening, and the boy came 

padding out in his fuzzy feet pajamas, and walked partway 

down the stairs, until he could see Cameron.  

“What was all that yelling about?” He rubbed the sleep 

from his eyes.  

“I’m sorry, guy, did that wake you up?” He nodded his 

head. 

“Mm-hmm” 

“Your mom just wasn’t very happy about my new car, 

that’s all.”  

“You got a new car?” 

“Yeah, I sure did. You want to see it?” 

“Yeah” Tommy walked the rest of the way down the 

stairs, and walked over by the door. Cameron flipped on the 

porch light, and pulled the curtains open. He lifted Tommy up, 

so he could see out the window better.  

“What do you think, do you like it?” The small child 

smiled.  

“Yeah. It’s blue, an’ it looks cooler than your old one.” 

Cameron smiled back at him. 

“Yeah, I think so, too. But Janet doesn’t feel the same 

way.” 

“Why doesn’t she like it?” 

“She just doesn’t like the way it sounds or looks, and 

she’s not really happy about the idea of me working on it 

myself.” 

“You’re going to fix it by yourself? Is it broken?” 

“Not really, but it could be better. You can help me, if 

you want.”  

“Really?” 

“Absolutely, I’d love to have you there.” The boy 

smiled widely, despite being tired.  
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“Cool. Hey, Cam’ron?” 

“Yes?” 

“Can I sleep on the couch in your room tonight?” 

“If you want to, yeah.” Cameron turned off the porch 

light, and started walking down the hall, with Tommy in his 

arms. 

“Will you tell me a story?” 

“I think we can manage that.”  

“The one about when you had to get the ship from the 

bad guys on Ganymede?” 

“I can’t see why not, but then you have to go right to 

sleep. You’ve got to go to school tomorrow.” The boy threw his 

arms around Cameron’s neck.  

“I love you, Cam’ron.”  

“And I love you, little Thomas.”  

 

Janet kept her distance from Cameron for the next 

week. She still wasn’t happy about his decision to get this new 

car, and wasn’t at all impressed with his desires to learn how to 

fix it. He did learn, before too long, that it was a Chevy Camero 

from 1980, and was happy to see that it had an actual name, 

instead of the seemingly random number combinations the last 

one came with. He even managed to get some books on how to 

fix it, but in Janet’s opinion, it needed more work than it was 

worth. It was covered with dings and scratches, and it worked 

less than frequently, and just having the massive thing was 

bound to make their neighbors think less of her. She kept 

wanting to bring it up, to confront Cameron and tell him that he 

needed to get the car as far away from her as possible, but she 

was still hesitant about causing trouble. He had been, after all, 

working so very hard to spend more time with her, to give her 

the all-together family picture she asked for. It just didn’t seem 

right for her to respond to that by yelling at him even more. 

But, then, there were a lot of things not right with the picture, in 

her mind, and almost none of it were things she could point out, 
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if she was asked. She thought it might just have been her 

imagination, and maybe even a little discomfort at no longer 

being solely responsible for the fate of her family, now that 

Cameron was back. She kept on thinking that, until the day she 

went out to get the mail, and found a package for Cameron.   

At first, she thought nothing of it, and set the package 

with the rest of his mail, but when she was setting it down, in 

the corner of the entry table where his mail always goes, she 

started to wonder who would be sending him such a thick 

package of papers. When she examined it, there was no return 

address, and, upon closer inspection, she noticed that the name 

on the label said Cameron Harris, and not Cameron Edison. 

There were, in fact, several letters in his stack that said had the 

name Harris on them. It was something she hadn’t thought 

about in a long time, and wouldn’t have been able to remember 

if she wasn’t reading it off of an envelope, but memories of the 

hospital suddenly struck her. Watching Cameron wake up, after 

so long. She hadn’t believed the doctors when they said he was 

having more signs of awareness, and that he might wake up 

soon. Few people actually wake up from comas after so long a 

stay, but they insisted he was showing the proper signs, and her 

hopes rose. She started telling friends, and family, and visiting 

him every day, waiting for the blink of an eye, or the twitch of a 

hand. But then, when he did wake up, it wasn’t the blessed 

reunion you might expect from watching movies. He was 

confused, and angry, and spoke with a coarse voice, that 

sounded almost as though he had an accent that she couldn’t 

place. He yelled at the doctors, and scowled at his visitors, and 

insisted repeatedly that his name was Harris, not Edison. The 

doctors said that he would get over it, and return to himself. He 

had been getting so much more normal, she thought he truly 

was. He spoke better, and he was familiar with the city and the 

things he saw. Could he have been faking it, the whole time?  

She stormed down the hallway to his room, and 

pounded on the door with enough force to rattle the windows 
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upstairs, and shake the young flowers growing in the back. 

Cameron answered the door with a look of curious confusion 

on his face, and was answered by a blood-red Janet, who was 

quick to throw the package at him.  

“What’s wrong?” She wanted to wring his neck for 

daring to ask that question so innocently, so sincerely.  

“That letter is addressed to Cameron Harris. You 

wouldn’t happen to know who that is, would you?” She 

struggled harder to control herself and her voice than she ever 

had to before, just not to scream at him. He answered with 

absolute calm, still not understanding what the problem could 

possibly be. 

“Of course, that’s me.”  

“So, what, you changed your name?” 

“Yeah, I did. A few weeks ago.” 

“And when were you planning on telling me?”  

“I actually didn’t want to tell you, because I knew it 

would make you upset.” The short-lived, but hard-fought battle 

for control of her anger was lost. Her voice came out in a yell. 

“Well it should make me upset, God damn it! You still 

think you’re someone else, don’t you? You still think you’re 

whoever you dreamt about while you were in a coma!” 

Cameron remained calm. He didn’t want confrontation like this, 

but if it had to be dealt with, now was as good a time as any. 

“I am someone else, Janet. I’ve been trying to tell you, 

to show you, for as long as I could. I was hoping you would 

start to notice all the changes between the Cameron you keep 

telling me about, and the person you see in front of you.” 

“So all this time, you’ve been lying to me! You’ve been 

pretending to be better, pretending to be normal again, but 

you’re just as fucked up as you were when you came home, 

aren’t you?” 

“This is normal for me. This is who I am. I’ve been 

doing my best to learn and adapt.” Her anger was mixing in 
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with her confusion, and sadness. Tears started to well up, and 

her voice cracked, letting the fear and hurt show.  

“How long were you going to stay with me, then? How 

long were you planning on letting me think you were still my 

same Cameron? How long were you going to lead me along?” 

“I was hoping I wouldn’t have to say anything. That if I 

looked I would know how I got here, or how to find my family, 

and then I could show you, and you would understand. I didn’t 

want to hurt you.” 

“Then why are you doing this to me? What can’t you 

just be who you are, and stop playing these games?” Her voice 

had all but calmed down to a whimper. The adrenaline and 

intense emotion was all that was keeping her from breaking 

down and crying on the floor.  

“This is who I am. This is me. I’m not changing, 

because I am already how I’m supposed to be.” The yelling 

returned briefly in full force, before dying off, and giving way 

to the exhaustion. 

“No it’s not! That is not you. It’s not…and I can’t keep 

doing this. I thought you were making progress, and if I held 

out, and kept trying, everything would be back to normal. But 

you haven’t improved at all. There is no normal anymore, and I 

can’t keep doing this. I want a divorce, Cameron.” She looked 

like she would be ready to collapse any second, but he still 

didn’t know what to do, besides remain calm, as he had been, 

and try to deal with the situation the best as he possibly could.  

“Okay.”  

“Okay? Just okay? You won’t even argue with me?” 

The last bit of faith she had that her husband would come back 

and save her vanished, and the tears were in control. 

“I don’t want to hurt you, and I don’t want to put you 

through any more pain. If it would make it easier on you, we 

can get a divorce. I’m really sorry things had to explode this 

badly, Janet. I’ll do what I have to, to make it better.” Janet 

stared at him through the blurry painful windows that crying 
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bring, trying to make sense of everything that was happening. 

Even after everything that had happened, she was still so 

confused. How could he stand there, so calm, so agreeable, with 

her telling him she wanted to divorce him? Was he really trying 

to help her, or did he just not care? She shook her head, trying 

to clear it of everything that was building up, blocking her 

ability to think or move. Without saying anything, she turned, 

and started to walk back towards the stairs. A question entered 

her mind, as she walked, that she had to ask. She turned back, 

to see Cameron still standing in the open doorway, watching 

her.  

“Is there someone else? Are you seeing someone? That 

Stephanie girl?”  

“No. I’m still too in love with my wife for anyone else.” 

She turned back to the direction of the stairs, and climbed up 

them, slowly. That made even less sense. What was going on, 

and what was she going to do now? She didn’t plan on 

working, and she didn’t want to have to raise Tommy alone. 

And Tommy loved this man, he had never known his father 

before whatever happened to him. She just had too much 

thinking to do. And she knew she would have to call his 

doctors, too.  

When it came to afternoon time, Janet was still in her 

room, so Cameron went and picked Tommy up from school. He 

tried to prepare the boy for what was going to be going on at 

home. It took Tommy some time to learn what a divorce was; 

to him, it was just a random word. His parents might as well 

have been getting a migraine, or a coffee maker, as a divorce. 

Cameron himself only knew what it was because it was 

something Stephanie had discussed with him earlier; whether or 

not he should divorce Janet considering their situation. He had 

stayed with her to spare her the pain until he had some kind of 

proof, so she would understand that it wasn’t so much that he 

didn’t like being with her as that he had somewhere else he 

belonged. And he had grown to love Tommy as if he were his 
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own son, and didn’t want to be separated from him, if he didn’t 

have to be. When Tommy finally understood what was going 

on, it made a little bit of sense to him, too. He had believed in 

Cameron since the first day he showed up, and knew that 

Cameron had a real wife in space, somewhere around Mars, 

that he just couldn’t get to, or couldn’t find. He didn’t like 

hearing that his mom would be crying, but he had faith that 

Cameron would make everything alright. Even though 

Cameron wasn’t his real dad, he had become more of a dad 

than he ever had before, and there was nobody he trusted more.  
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Tommy had been confused at first about Cameron’s 

name change. He didn’t understand how someone could change 

what they were called, he thought it just happened. You were 

born with a name and you kept it all your life. He also didn’t 

understand why he would even want to change his name in the 

first place. What made Harris a better last name than Edison? 

Cameron did his best to explain that one last name isn’t any 

better or worse than any other, it was just a personal decision.  

“Names are passed down from families, as kind of a 

heritage, or a history. It is symbolic of a family line, and a 

tradition you are proud of. There are different ways that that 

happens, and it varies from place to place.” 

“How does it…vary? What does that mean?” 

“It means they’re different in different places. Where I 

come from the name is passed down along the dad’s side. My 

dad was named Harris, and so was his dad, and his dad’s dad. 

When I got married, my wife wanted to share the history, so she 

took my name, too. That’s pretty common where I’m from, but 

where she comes from, it happens differently. There, they pass 

names down based on their parent’s first names. Like, if 

someone’s dad is named William, then his son would have the 

last name Williamson, and his daughter would be DeWilliams. 

When they get married, there, they can usually choose between 

taking one name, or the other.” 
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“Since she comes from somewhere else, did you name 

your kids her way, or your way?” 

“We actually didn’t have much say in that. Since she 

was born on Egdrasil, her birth was named in that way, and her 

last name was Harris, but we had been planning on 

compromising, and calling her DeHarris. When she was old 

enough, we were going to make the name her decision to make, 

how she wanted it to be, officially.” 

“What would the name have been if you would have 

had a boy, like me?” 

“We probably would have comprised there, too, and 

named him Harrison.”  

“And if I grew up, had a kid, it would be called 

Tommyson?” Cameron laughed.  

“Your real name is Thomas, isn’t it? So your son would 

probably be named Thomason.” 

“I like that name.” 

“So do I. One of the most famous people in history had 

that last name.” 

“Really?” Tommy seemed proud that his imaginary son 

had the same last name as someone famous.  

“Yeah. He came from right here, too, like you.” 

“Cool.” 

 

It didn’t take long for Janet to put together the divorce. 

As soon as she had calmed down, she had a chance to discuss 

things further with Cameron, and she understood very plainly 

that he honestly did want the best for her. She knew her 

decision was the right one, because however good a person he 

might be, the same confused man she spoke with was not the 

same man she married, but she wished him no harm, either. 

They agreed on an even split of everything they owned. She 

would keep the house, and most of the furniture, and in turn, 

she would agree to let him have a lump of the savings equal to 

its worth, after everything had been separated. Half of their 
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money was still far more than Cameron would need, to live 

modestly and continue his searching. Janet even insisted that 

they maintain split custody of Tommy, since they had become 

so close, and she still thought he was a great role model. They 

hired a lawyer to come and help them with the paperwork, to 

make it official, and agreed that Cameron could stay a while 

after the paperwork was done, while he looked for a place to 

live. To spare him any undue embarrassment, Janet had wanted 

to leave any mental illness out of the divorce proceedings, since 

he was more than capable of living on his own, and it would 

probably endanger his chances of getting to have Tommy part 

of the time. Watching her go through the divorce proceedings 

actually did quite a lot to improve Cameron’s respect for Janet; 

she handled herself well, and was more concerned with being 

fair, and doing what was best for everybody, than trying to take 

revenge. Stephanie had warned him when he told her that she 

might try to take everything, and stick him back in some 

hospital somewhere.  

While she did later grow to regret it, Janet had called 

the doctors, over the time between her breakdown when she got 

the mail, and the divorce. When she called, the emotions were 

still very raw, and she was convinced that they should know 

about Cameron’s condition. She didn’t have any idea what the 

repercussions would be, or how much trouble they might 

actually cause. They insisted on coming down to talk to them, 

in their home, the day after the lawyer had come with the 

paperwork. Cameron recognized the doctors who arrived, as 

well as the condescending look they gave him from the first 

step they took inside the house. It was clear to everyone that the 

doctors suspected him to be a complete mental wreck, based on 

their theories, and the way they pictured him when they 

received Janet’s phone call. The second Stephanie found out 

about the call, and that the doctors would be visiting, she knew 

she wanted to be there whenever they did. When he first woke 

up, he created quite a stir, and she knew there were still plenty 
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of doctors who wanted a good chance to study him with more 

intensity than they had a chance to do before. It was Janet’s 

insistence on taking him home as soon as she could that saved 

him before, and while she had no idea how she would be able to 

protect him, she couldn’t stand the thought of those greedy 

physiological vultures circling above Cameron’s head. Just the 

thought of that dark gleam in their beady eyes made her shiver.  

Stephanie was already at the house, when they got 

there. She had planned on going house shopping with Cameron, 

to help him find a new place to live. The arrival of medical 

team was actually a bit of a surprise to everyone, since they had 

never actually mentioned when they might be stopping by, and 

nothing Stephanie could uncover at the hospital told her when it 

would be. They walked in the door with the presumptuous of 

those who think they understand the thoughts of everyone, and 

slowly looked about the house, taking note of everything. 

Cameron, Stephanie, and Tommy joined the doctors and Janet 

at the dining room table, so they could all talk. The doctors had 

all manner of questions in store, most of them redundant and 

insulting. Cameron hoped that he would be able to prove to 

them that he was a very capable individual, so they would leave 

him alone.  

“So, Cameron, we hear that you haven’t been making as 

much progress as we had hoped when we released you. Your 

wife, or, rather, ex-wife, seemed fairly concerned when she 

called us the other night that you might actually be getting 

worse. Do you have any feelings on the subject?” The doctor 

looked down his glasses at Cameron as though he was a child.  

“Of course. I have quite a few feelings about it, 

actually, considering that the subject is my life. And, frankly, I 

don’t really know what kind of progress you were hoping I 

would make, but I think I’ve done alright for myself, and don’t 

see how it should matter to you either way.” 
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“Mr. Edison, there’s no reason to get upset at me. 

We’re here to help you, remember? We just want to take an 

assessment of the situation.” 

“The very fact that you have gathered here with 

clipboards and prying eyes is something I find personally 

insulting, as though you are assuming I am incapable as a 

human being, which I personally believe is a perfectly good 

reason for being upset. And I would appreciate it, Doctor, if 

you would call me by my correct name. Mr. Harris.” The doctor 

made a note in his pad, as did his two companions, nodding in 

agreement with each other over some conclusions they reached 

without speaking. 

“I see. Cameron, we went over this before. Whatever 

reason you think your name is Harris, it’s just part of a dream. 

Your real name, the name on our records, and your drivers 

license, is Edison.” Cameron took the drivers license out of his 

wallet, and slid it across the table, until it hit the doctors hands, 

folded on the tabletop.  

“No. The name on my driver’s license is Harris. If you 

have anything else in your records, maybe it isn’t due to my 

confusion as much as it is to the fact that you have a problem 

with listening.” The doctor picked up the license, and looked at 

it carefully. He frowned, and handed it to one of his colleagues, 

and they all continued to write notes, and then handed it back to 

Cameron, sitting with a smug smile on his face.  

“And when did you have that done?” 

“Have what done?” Cameron looked around the room 

quickly. “Oh, the curtains? Janet did them, actually, not long 

after I left the hospital.” Humor was lost on the doctors, but 

Stephanie had to try hard to keep from smiling. 

“No, Cameron, the name change. When did you get it 

changed to Harris?”  

“A few weeks ago, I guess.” 

“And why did you have it done?” 
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“So people like you would stop telling me my name 

wasn’t Harris.” More humming, and more note writing.  

“When we spoke to Janet, she mentioned briefly that 

you had gotten some tattoos, is that true?”  The doctors hadn’t 

changed their stare once, since they sat down. They just 

directed at right at Cameron, or down at their notes. It was 

starting to frustrate him. He felt like he was being interviewed 

by the walking dead.  

“Yeah, it is, actually. Would you like to see my favorite 

one?” He stood up, and unzipped his pants. “Ladies, if you 

could avert your eyes, please?” Both Stephanie and Janet 

reached over to cover Tommy’s eyes with their hands, but 

forgot to look away themselves.  

“Please sit down, Mr. Ed…Harris. We don’t need to see 

any of them. We were just asking if that was indeed the truth, 

and if so, we were wondering what could have inspired this. It’s 

a fairly radical change, so quickly.” Cameron sat back down 

again.  

“What inspired it? Too many music videos, probably. 

Everyone on there had at least one. I thought it was something 

you needed, to be cool. I got so many, because I wanted to be 

that much cooler than the average guy. Or maybe it just seemed 

like a fun idea. I fail to see why it matters.”  

“It matters because we are trying to see how much 

improvement, if any, you have made since we released you. We 

are trying to measure your stability, and how well you are 

returning to your old life.” The doctor seemed to be losing 

some amount of patience with Cameron’s lack of cooperation. 

Regardless, the questioning went on, and on. They asked 

everything they could have possibly thought of to ask, whether 

it was relevant or not. Janet and Stephanie, as well as the two 

other doctors, could do nothing but sit and listen to what was 

going on. Tommy had long since gotten bored, and wandered 

off to play, checking in now and then by peeking around a 

corner. Finally Cameron couldn’t take anymore.  
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“Look, I’ve had enough of your questions. You’ve done 

nothing but grill me for hours, without giving so much as a hint 

to what you might be thinking, or even doing here. I understand 

you’re pretending to be worried about my well-being, but what 

does it matter how I dress, or what I’ve been eating since I got 

here? It’s still my life, and I don’t really need your help to live 

it.” 

“And you’ve done a great job, too. You managed to 

give away a perfectly good and very expensive car, not get a 

job, not really get involved in anything productive, and you 

even managed to find time to get a divorce.” Janet had to speak 

up at that. 

“He has too been productive. He might not have gotten 

himself a job or joined a charity foundation, but if you didn’t 

notice there is an incredibly beautiful garden coming up right 

behind you there, and he has made some very impressive art. 

Not to mention the most important part; he has formed a very 

close bond with our son, who only months ago, when he was 

still in the hospital, used to be afraid of him. I call that 

productive.” Stephanie nodded in agreement. Cameron took 

over, when she was finished speaking. 

“And even if I hadn’t done any of that, I still cant see 

why it’s any business of yours if I am a fuck up. My mistakes 

are mine to make, that’s how life goes.” The doctor’s face 

twitched, and if anyone had been looking hard enough for that 

split second, they might have said they saw him smirking.  

“Actually, that does bring up a good point. You see, we 

released you on a conditional basis, to see if you could prove 

capable of leading a normal life, and taking care of yourself. 

The condition was that you would be living with Janet, so 

should anything go wrong, you would still be under 

supervision. Now that you’ve got a divorce from your wife, you 

no longer have that supervision, and so unless you could prove 

to us that you could lead your own life, without any trouble, or 

major problems, we will have to take you back to the hospital.” 
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There was something to the gleam in the doctor’s eye that 

revealed he was entirely too happy about giving that piece of 

information. Cameron’s sarcasm, which had been holding 

strong all night, had now run dry. He hadn’t even thought of the 

possibility of having to return to the hospital. He hated that 

place more than anything. Janet was speechless herself, unable 

to think of a way to resolve the situation. The divorce had 

already been done, and they couldn’t keep living together after 

they were apart. The order made no sense to her, since he had 

encountered no problems in actually living on his own. He had 

taken care of himself since the first day he got home, and was 

actually in better shape. Even all the problems she had with him 

weren’t problems that should make him unable to take care of 

himself, they were just problems with the change in personality. 

The whole table sat silently, until finally, for the first time since 

they had arrived, Stephanie spoke.  

“If he just needs someone to be living with him, to 

make sure he’s alright, then what if I did it? I am more than 

capable of taking care of myself, and since he was looking for a 

new house anyway, I can use the money I’ll be saving from my 

apartment and pay him rent. It’ll save me money, in the long 

run, and then he won’t have to go back. And he’ll be in good 

hands, because I had to be registered with all kinds of safety 

training and first aid when I became a physical therapist for the 

hospital.” The doctors hadn’t expected that at all. 

“Are you sure you would want that kind of 

responsibility?” Cameron looked at her, his eyes reflecting 

almost the same question that the doctor had just asked. 

“It’s not a burden at all. I already know that he can take 

care of himself, I’ll just be there for the contingency. And then 

you guys will be able to see that he is fine on his own, and 

doesn’t need to be living with someone to be out of the 

hospital. Everything that’s happened to him has just been 

circumstance.” Cameron smiled at her, and then turned back to 

the doctors.  
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“She makes a good point. And then I wont be wasting 

the hospital’s time, or resources.” The doctors looked at one 

another, and discussed something between themselves. 

Everyone craned their necks, straining to listen in, but it was no 

good. The little lab-rats had been well schooled in the art of 

sneaky conversation. Eventually the doctor nodded to 

something one of them had said, or more likely, some thought 

of his own, and spoke again to the rest of them.  

“Well, I can’t see why that wouldn’t work. I will expect 

to be notified, as soon as Cameron finds a new place to live, 

and I will be in touch, to check in and see how his progress is 

coming along.” Stephanie rubbed Cameron’s arm, briefly.  

“Good. It’s settled then. I hope you got everything you 

wanted to, today, doctors.” 

After some minimal puttering about and absent-minded 

questions one can expect from dealing with too many doctors, 

they all left, taking their clipboards and notes with them. The 

better part of the day had passed, but Cameron and Stephanie 

decided to go search for a house, anyway. They spent three 

days searching and packing, which involved a lot more work 

than either of them had planned. Stephanie had been in her 

apartment for a few years, and had far more belongings than 

she ever remembered moving in with. Cameron hadn’t acquired 

nearly as much stuff, but everything he did own was somewhat 

disorganized, and hard to put together. Tommy wanted to pack 

a few things, too, to keep with them, since he would be 

spending half of his time living with Cameron. It was a little 

hard for Janet to watch her husband and son packing up their 

things to move out. She had come to terms with their decisions, 

and recent events, as well as she could, and truly better than 

could be expected, but those days of packing and moving were 

the hardest she had to face in all the five years since their 

troubles began. There wasn’t any more hope of Cameron 

waking up, and holding her again, telling her everything would 

be all right, and not to worry anymore. She would be 
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completely on her own now, and while she was used to living 

on her own, there was something in the thought of it that 

seemed ominous, and turned her blood cold.  

On the fourth day of house hunting, they found the 

perfect place. It was just outside the city, on a fairly large piece 

of land. They were surrounded on one side by trees, leading 

into a forest and up on a hillside, and on the other by several 

large, nice looking homes. It was a modest, two story house that 

was unique in itself. In the middle of open ground, right next to 

a green forest, and surrounded by houses of Victorian and 

Ranch design, stood a house that looked as though it had been 

lifted right out of New Orleans. There were oversized columns 

on the front of the house, holding up a small balcony on the 

front, and a large one on the rear, overlooking the backside of 

the property, and the trees in the distance. It was probably as 

big in size and square footage as Janet’s house, but it needed a 

little bit of work, and lacked the polished look. Cameron bought 

it, and hired some movers to bring in all their packed things as 

soon as possible. It took a little more care to get most of the 

large structures from his garden: the clay potting mounds, and 

all the stone work, and fountains. They had to specially hire 

someone just for the careful relocating of the marble statue that 

Cameron himself carved, in the image of his wife. There was 

plenty of room for Cameron to work outside, and there would 

be a lot to do on the house itself. He had already decided to 

build a workshop out near the edge of the property, for 

sculpting and painting, and those times when he just needed to 

get away.  Even Tommy was thrilled about the new place, and 

could wait to start decorating his new room. It seemed to have 

been the perfect choice, and an answer to one of the many 

questions Cameron had been asking himself. He had no doubt 

that in the fresh air, and clear skies of his new surroundings, the 

answers to the rest would come in time, too.  
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With so much to do in the new place, time passed 

quickly. A day would end mere moments after it began, and the 

weeks rolled by like a gentle stream. Unpacking had been an 

easy enough task, but with everything that was unpacked, 

Stephanie and Cameron could think of two more that they 

needed. Once everything was put away, they started planning 

for how to decorate each room. Most of the rooms needed a 

fresh coat of paint, and some of them had minor repairs to the 

floorboards or tile work that needed to be done. In between 

those tasks, Cameron also started thinking about a new garden. 

There was room enough for quite a few crops, and a flower 

garden at least three times the size of the one he had at Janet’s, 

and more besides.  

The simple act of buying a house was what it finally 

took for Cameron to realize that he may actually be in this place 

for quite some time, before he found out what happened to him, 

and his missing wife. It was during this time that he really set 

down to learning and doing new things. Many of the more 

simple repairs around the house were things he already knew 

how to fix, but there were some things; the occasional bad 

plumbing, or electricity, that he really had never done before. 

All the work gave him an opportunity to get to know more 

about his community, and the people who ran the stores around 

him. They were all full of advice on how to get jobs, and he 

found most of them to be agreeable and friendly. With all the 
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repairs, and the resulting trips to the various hardware and parts 

stores around him, it didn’t take long until the clerks and shop 

keepers recognized Cameron, and knew him by name. But, just 

as his relationship with the community grew and improved, so 

did his new house, and in less than a month it was in shining 

condition, probably better than when it was new. Together he 

and Stephanie decorated most of the rooms, and they let 

Tommy give them a hand whenever he was over. They worked 

hard to make Tommy’s new room look like a jungle, painting 

the walls with trees and animals, and adding some camouflage 

netting from the ceiling, to feel like vines. It turned out that 

Stephanie was pretty handy with a sewing machine, so before 

long every room had custom curtains, and covers. It looked like 

a real home, and the three of them were incredibly happy 

together there. It was almost like having a real family. Every 

morning Stephanie went off to work in the hospital, and 

Cameron would start on his daily work around the house, or in 

the garden. When it was the evening time, she would come 

home, sometimes Tommy would come to see them after 

kindergarten, and Cameron would make everyone dinner. Some 

nights they would sit up talking and playing games together, 

but even when they were doing their own things, it was 

comforting to know that there were people around.  

It was an improvement for Stephanie, too. She had lived 

alone ever since her second year of college, when she left the 

dorms for her own apartment. She hadn’t had many friends, and 

she didn’t have a lot of experience with men, so most of her 

time was spent by herself. If you’d have asked her before if she 

minded, she would have said no, with absolute certainty, but 

after moving in with Cameron she realized that she had been 

missing out on something all those years. She didn’t know if it 

was living with another person, exactly, or just living with 

Cameron that made her so much happier, but it was wonderful. 

There was nobody else the trusted more, or was happier to be 

around in the world. The way he did things was wonderful, and 
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she appreciated his sense of humor. And she always thought his 

art was incredible, too. There were times that he would start 

painting, and she would just sit, and pretend to read, and watch 

him for hours. But even better was watching him rebuild his 

garden. Nobody ever really helped him do that. They joined in 

for the planting of crops sometimes, or working the fertilizer 

into the soil, but when it was time for his private garden, he was 

alone. He didn’t even listen to music. There was just Cameron, 

the flowers, and his thoughts.  

The new garden was easily three times the size of the 

old one, and grander in every way possible. He constructed 

even larger planting domes, the size of a small hut, covered 

with pots for flowers, so that when they were in bloom, it was a 

massive bubble of color and life. The rock pathways cut 

designs in the ground, among an ocean of petals and greenery, 

every single plant placed where it was for a reason, and every 

one tended to with its own unique care. Nothing happened in 

the garden by chance; it was all lovingly molded and sculpted. 

In the very center of the garden he built a pond, with rocks 

rising high, letting the water cascade down. In the center of the 

clear water, he placed a stone pedestal, with the statue of Aimee 

on top of it. He polished it every other day, and made sure it 

saw the greatest of care. He would often sit in front of it to 

meditate, and leave flowers in front of her image. The abstract 

fountain from Janet’s house was moved to one of the corners of 

the garden, where the pleasant little stone family could have 

their peace. The stone carved picnic was still towards the front 

of the garden, but the sign had grown. He put a large sign by 

what he considered to be the front of the garden, painted with 

elegance, so that everyone would know it was Danielle’s 

Garden. He had mentioned once building a welded iron fence 

around the perimeter of the garden, with a gate and archway in 

the opening. He said it would be a good reason to learn how to 

weld. Stephanie could only imagine how the garden would look 

in time. From the small balcony leading from her room on the 



 136

second story, you could see the whole back yard, and the 

garden was a giant, living mosaic of color, with a beautiful 

marble angel rising out of the center. And it was absolutely 

breathtaking.  

The doctors were sure to stop by at least once a week, 

too, to see what Cameron was doing, and remind him that he 

was still under observation. Cameron grew to despise the 

doctors, but he always said that he had a plan. He never talked 

about the past with them anymore, or shared any of his 

memories. He only mentioned the things he was doing, and 

how he was feeling. He wanted them to know he was stable, 

whoever he may or may not be. He showed them around the 

house, pointing out the most recent changes and additions. He 

even took hem upstairs once, and let them look at his garden 

through the hall window. They were never allowed to go inside 

of it, though, and whenever they brought up going inside, 

Cameron just shook his head, and changed the subject. Even the 

bitter doctor, the apparent leader of the pack, who seemed to 

have a genuine dislike for Cameron, had to admit to being 

impressed by the changes he saw around the house. He, 

himself, had never been able to be very useful when it came to 

repairs, or working with plants. He had a cactus on his desk at 

the hospital, but anything more than that died from neglect or 

over-watering.  

The newcomers to the neighborhood managed to catch 

the eye of many of the neighbors, too. As what once was 

probably the worst-looking house on the street became more 

and more impressive, they all started to wonder who had moved 

in. When the garden started going up in the back yard, it was 

harder for them to stay away. When they saw Cameron working 

outside, some would venture out, to greet him, and welcome 

him to the area. To do his part, Cameron started doing the 

same, whenever the opportunity arose to go meet a new 

neighbor, or have a pleasant conversation with an old one. He 

often invited them over, to see the house, or have dinner. 
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Within three months time of their moving in, Stephanie and 

Cameron were known as the nice new couple with the beautiful 

house. Cameron wasn’t sure how to explain that he and 

Stephanie weren’t a couple without mentioning that the doctors 

thought he was unstable, and Stephanie didn’t mind the 

misconception at all. If someone was going to be jumping to 

conclusions about her, she thought, at least let them think that 

she is successful and married to a great guy.  

Knowing the community turned out to be beneficial for 

Cameron, too. When he finally started to fix up his Camero, he 

learned that there were many things he couldn’t learn quite 

right just from the books alone. The man across the street, who 

went by David, was really good with cars, and the two of them 

managed to pull the engine out of the car, and completely 

rebuild it themselves. After that, David had a standing 

invitation to come by whenever he saw Cameron working on 

the car, or felt like a visit. Stephanie could hardly believe her 

eyes as the car she traded away because it was a piece of junk 

started to become a fairly impressive machine. Tommy wasn’t 

impressed by much of the workings of the car, or how well it 

ran, because he didn’t know what much of it meant. He just 

knew that there were few things that made him happier than 

getting completely covered in grease helping Cameron fix it. 

Janet and Cameron had decided that Tommy could start living 

at Cameron’s house during the week, when he started the first 

grade. It put him in a different school district, with better 

facilities and programs, and it had a lot of room for him to run 

around. On the weekends, and during vacations, he would 

spend most of his time at his mom’s place. They lived close 

enough together that it wasn’t a major problem for visiting, and 

she didn’t have to feel as though she didn’t see him enough.  

When Tommy moved in, and was over there most of 

the time, the Harris House, became a favorite place for the 

children of the neighborhood, too. Tommy had been asking him 

to get a swimming pool put in at the side of the house since he 
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moved in, and when Stephanie joined in, with arguments like it 

would be good for exercise and fitness, he gave in. In the 

summer, whenever you heard laughter and screams of childish 

delight rolling through the grassy fields, you knew it was 

coming from Tommy’s house. It was an experience for the 

three of them, making friends as fast as they were. Cameron 

found himself busy helping his neighbors out with repairs, or 

gardening tips, or decorating. He was even hired once or twice 

to paint pictures to hang in their living rooms. Stephanie was 

welcomed into all their lives as well, and she would often be 

invited to showers or parties for people she hardly even knew. 

In fact, in the entire neighborhood they lived in, there was only 

one family who didn’t get along with them, and take them in as 

friends. Mr. Brock was an ex-marine, and a true patriot. He 

flew a flag outside his house, day and night, rain or shine. In the 

very first conversation he had with Cameron, he started to talk 

about what he considered to be the glory of his nation, and that 

was one of the few things that Cameron couldn’t stand. He had 

no problem with the people, or the land itself, but he had seen 

far too often the problems of a government built like that of the 

United States. Tyrants and socialist robbers flying the flag of 

democracy, stealing from unwilling donators to give to those 

who were unwilling or unable to effect change in their own 

lives. There was nothing noble in forcing someone to help 

another, and using threats and empty promises to pirate money 

away from people you are supposed to help made Cameron 

sick. Their friendly discussion quickly became a heated 

argument, which almost came to blows when Mr. Brock lost his 

temper, and decided he needed to teach Cameron a lesson in 

patriotism. When it was pointed out that by exploding that way, 

he was only proving Cameron’s point, he gave up, and went in, 

but the massive fissure between the two households was 

irreparable.  

Even though the doctors had been against the concept 

of Tommy moving into a situation that they were apprehensive 
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about to begin with, they had to admit that they were pleased 

with the results. Tommy had been doing exceptionally well in 

the first grade; was getting high marks, and making a lot of 

friends. In fact, after the learned about how involved Cameron 

was getting with the rest of his community, and saw that he was 

able to transform a rolling piece of crap into a shining blue, 

restored 1980 Camero with only the occasional help of one 

neighbor, and a professional paint job, they agreed to cut their 

visits to once every two weeks, and said they would come to a 

conclusion about his condition soon. The concept of getting rid 

of the doctors, and getting rid of the leash they kept around his 

neck thrilled Cameron. He decided to reward them, so he let 

them stand on his balcony to see the improvements he had 

made on his garden, instead of watching it through a window. 

He had finished his iron gate, and it was as impressive as he 

had hoped. He had to take care to watch the vines and climbing 

plants he placed on the fence, so they didn’t take over the other 

flowers, and the trees that stood like soldiers on watch duty 

along the edges of the fence, but the look was incredible. There 

was a living fence all the way around, separating the garden 

into a world of its own. Even the gates had life on them, and a 

few stray vines trailed up among the letters in the archway 

above the gate that spelled out ‘Danielle’s Garden.’ From the 

balcony, they were able to feel the breeze blowing, and watch 

better how it made the sea of color roll with the waves, and they 

could smell the incredible mixture of scents on the air, a 

perfume that could never be matched or recreated. Whether 

they said it or not, the doctors appreciated a chance to see the 

garden closer than they had before.  

 

During the winter much of the plants in the garden went 

dormant, or died down. The sculptures and structures remained, 

and even thought they sat bare, there was an eerie charm to the 

place, still. When it snowed, the garden was reborn, under a 

thick white covering that made every line and corner smooth, 
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and managed to stand up even on the narrow bars of the fence, 

giving everything a bright contrast. There was one day in the 

winter in which Cameron spent all his time in the garden 

behind the house, though, which gave everyone a reason for 

pause. Only once before did he do something like that, and it 

was in the fall. Everyone assumed that he was just in there to 

clean, or work on the plants, although they seldom saw him 

doing anything. But, the second time, there were no plants, to 

speak of. There wasn’t even much snow left, after the 

temperatures started to rise again. Regardless, he spend the 

entire day, from the time the sun rose, until after it had set 

again, walking around on the narrow stone paths of his dormant 

sanctuary, and sitting at the foot of his statue. He left a letter, 

sealed with wax, at the feet of the woman, who was always in 

constant dance with an invisible wind. Nobody even thought to 

open it, although almost everyone who saw it wondered what it 

was. Only Tommy had noticed a similar letter placed in the 

stone picnic scene earlier in autumn, and even in his youth he 

knew better than to move it. They both stayed where they were 

placed, until the wind and rain broke them down into 

nothingness. When Stephanie had tried to go down to the 

garden, to see what he was doing, she found the gate locked, 

with him inside. She could only sit, on her balcony, and watch 

him. He never said what he was doing down there, only that he 

was dong what had to be done, but Stephanie figured it out after 

a while. He was spending the day alone with the memory of his 

wife. It was her birthday.  
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When the warmth started to return in the spring, and it 

stayed dry for several days in a row, Cameron started work on 

the workshop he had been planning. He brought over David for 

help sometimes, and another neighbor, Steven, who had worked 

in construction, for the parts he needed help with, but most of 

the work he did by himself. Stephanie and Tommy both knew 

they were welcome to help, if they wanted to, and there were 

times that they did indeed join him, but it always seemed to be 

something he wanted to do on his own. It was intended to be his 

place to be alone and work, and it only seemed fitting that he be 

allowed to keep it as that, even while it was being raised. For a 

man who had never built anything bigger than furniture and 

garden structures before, he did a fairly good job of working 

with tools. It was slower going than a professional would have 

managed, but it looked every bit as good as their work might 

have.  

In this spring, he also managed to get rid of the doctors 

once and for all. The doctor came to see him in the daytime, 

while Tommy was in school, and Stephanie was at work. Only 

one showed up, and he came without a clipboard, or the narrow 

frown he always wore. From his first hello, and handshake, he 

seemed to have a warmer outlook, and a friendlier demeanor. 

When he asked about Cameron’s life, and how he was doing, it 

felt more like a friendly talk than an analysis of his character. It 

was enough to put a crack in even Cameron’s paranoia. 
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“Cameron, I came today to tell you the conclusions that 

we, as a committee came to. This might be the last time I have 

to come out and see you.”  

“Well, not to be rude, but I don’t think either of us will 

be too sad about that.” Cameron held fast to the sarcasm he had 

build up between himself and the doctor. 

“You might be surprised. My colleagues were actually 

disappointed that they weren’t going to see your garden today. 

They thought that, since it was spring, you might already be 

starting over.” 

“It’s still been a little cold lately. I have started pulling 

out all the old roots, and bulbs, to prepare for the planting. I 

think I’ll be starting soon.” 

“I’m sure it will be wonderful. I see that you’ve been 

making a lot of progress with your workshop, too. It looks 

good. I love how open it is with all the windows.” 

“Thanks. It’s supposed to make me feel like I’m 

outside. It only has that one section of real wall. Even half of 

the roof is glass.” Cameron was a little uneasy. This much 

small-talk and friendliness was unlike the normal visits.  

“Well, I suppose you probably don’t care to hear me 

talk, unless I’m telling you about our conclusions. As you’re 

aware, we’ve been studying you for some time now, and we’re 

very pleased with all the progress we’ve seen in you. You’ve 

turned this house into a very beautiful home, and have become 

close, not only with your own family, but the entire community. 

You have shown that you can learn new skills; auto repair, 

carpentry, and implement them in use. We actually spoke with 

a few of your neighbors, and they told us that you’ve even 

helped them from time to time with various repairs or 

decorations. David and Heather Cross actually told us that you 

promised you’d make them a fountain, and help them start their 

own garden later on in the spring.” 

“That’s true. I’ve told a few people I would help them, 

and agreed to make some fountains. When is it that you spoke 
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with my neighbors?” Cameron was concerned about what kinds 

of comments the doctors might have made about his alleged 

instability. 

“Don’t worry. We didn’t mention anything about the 

coma, or what we were doing. We just needed to see if you 

were as involved as you and Stephanie mentioned you were.”  

“I’m not really in the habit of lying.”  

“I’ve noticed. You seem to have a lot of integrity, 

Cameron. I have a feeling you will do quite well in this life 

you’re building here. There is only one concern we really had, 

while reviewing your case.” 

“What’s that?” he was waiting for the hammer to fall. 

Doctors and their bad news, he thought to himself. 

“When you first woke up, you seemed to think you 

were someone else. You acted erratically, and professed to have 

no memory of your old life at all. And while you have balanced 

out, emotionally, and have no problem knowing who you are 

now, you still don’t ever talk about your life before the 

accident. When your wife divorced you, her biggest reason was 

that not only did you act like a completely different person, you 

also repeatedly told her you had no memory of who you were 

supposed to be. None of our scans or tests were able to show 

any damage to the memory sections of the brain. So we had a 

hard time coming up with reasons to explain what was going 

on. It is possible, especially in coma patients, that there is a 

good deal of memory loss, but almost all memory loss patients 

experience a good deal of confusion, and become a 

little…addled. You don’t seem to suffer from any of that. In 

fact, ever since you left the hospital you have seemed to be 

sharp as the proverbial tack.” The doctors voice was still calm, 

even while describing the technical results, which he usually 

reveled in, and he didn’t watch Cameron uneasily over the rim 

of his glasses with a cold stare.  
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“Thank you, Doctor. Not to sound addled at all,” 

Cameron smiled, “but I don’t think I quite follow what you’re 

saying.” The doctor nodded, and continued. 

“Well, I don’t want to offend you with that I’m going to 

say. It was just suggested by one of my colleagues that your 

memory loss might be entirely psychological. Maybe it was a 

subconscious loss, or maybe you simply decided you didn’t 

want to remember anymore. And either one of those aren’t 

really our business. Subconscious suppression is more in the 

arena of a hypnotist, and if you simply chose to forget 

everything, then that doesn’t mean there’s anything wrong with 

you. Not physically anyway. And the fact that your personality 

is a complete opposite of your pre-coma self, might suggest that 

there is more to the change than just memory loss. I don’t tell 

you any of this to call you a liar, it was just one of the theories 

that was presented, and I would like to get your thoughts on the 

matter.” And there Cameron saw his opening. The doctor was 

even giving it to him, willingly, and it was wide enough to 

drive a Buick through. Maybe the doctor was just looking to 

hear what he believed to be the truth, or maybe he just finally 

believed Cameron, and wanted it to be over. Or maybe he just 

didn’t care anymore. But, for whatever reason, there was a 

loophole being presented, and even if he had to bend the truth a 

little, Cameron was going to take it, and finally be free. 

“How much do you know about my life before the 

coma? I know you know the facts, but the details? My life was 

my job. I was an Advertising Executive. That’s not much of a 

life to have, selling air to people for way too much money, 

telling people how best to cheat their customers out of more 

money, how to trick them into spending more than what they 

had. I was getting paid to talk people into giving up their own 

money, when I already had more than enough for myself. The 

only thing we did for fun was shop, and redecorate, and think 

about how else we could spend money to make ourselves look 

better. We were the model of the high-end consumer, with too 
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much money, and not enough taste or sense to know what to do 

with it. You know those expensive prints, of paintings, that you 

see in the mall? The landscapes with the gas lights in them, 

painted by Thomas Kincaid, that have a lot of rich color, but 

about as much soul as a thumbtack? We were the people that 

those were made for. In fact, Tommy was named after one of 

those paintings. Janet was in labor for such a long time, and 

there was one of those paintings in her hospital room. In the 

Lamaze classes, they always say to pick something in the room 

to focus on, and her focus was that painting. She loved it, 

absolutely loved it, and I never really understood why. But it 

moved her so much, she said it was what helped her get through 

the long labor, and she wanted to name our newborn son 

Thomas, instead of William. That was our life. That kind of 

thing can’t sustain a person forever. Maybe…maybe that’s the 

kind of thing you would rather not remember.” He played it 

well. Janet told him that story one night, when he was still 

trying to spend more time with her, but he didn’t figure the 

doctor knew that. Maybe it would be enough to convince him 

of what he already suspected. The doctor just nodded, as though 

he understood perfectly. He pressed his hands on his knees, and 

stood up.  

“Well, Cameron, it’s been good knowing you. We 

officially release you to your own life, and we won’t have to 

stop by anymore, to monitor you. Good luck with your garden. 

It really is a beautiful piece of work.” The doctor extended his 

arm for a handshake. Cameron stood up, and took it.  

“It’s been interesting at least. You know, the garden 

will probably be done in a month or so. You and your 

colleagues are welcome to come back and take a look at it, if 

you want. I can give you the grand tour. On one condition.” 

The doctor raised an eyebrow. 

“What condition would that be?” 
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“You leave the ties at home. They don’t fit in gardens.” 

Cameron smiled at the man, and the doctor smiled back, 

nodding. 

“Alright. Will do. Take care, Cameron.” 

“You too, Doctor.” Cameron led him to the door, and 

let him out. For the first time since he had woken up almost a 

year ago, he saw the doctor as a real human being, just like 

himself. It was a good feeling. When Stephanie got home from 

work, he told her that the doctor had come by. She responded 

with the scowl she reserved especially for them until he told her 

that he had been given his graduation into the world of sanity. 

She was as happy to hear the news as Cameron was, and threw 

her arms around him in a congratulatory hug. Cameron made a 

special dinner that night for everyone, to celebrate. Tommy 

wasn’t sure what they were celebrating, exactly, but he was 

happy the doctors wouldn’t be coming around as much, and he 

was thrilled about anything that resulted in pie. The rest of the 

evening Cameron spent in his office. It had grown messy and 

disorganized from misuse, and a winter full of neglect. The 

natural lack of will to clean anything during the cold months of 

winter is the reason we have spring cleaning.  

There were a lot of files that had been taken out, and 

never put away. Cameron was searching for something. There 

hadn’t been a day since he woke up in a white hospital room 

that Cameron hadn’t been searching, but lately it was a 

different kind of search. He was searching for a reason to keep 

searching. He saved every result of every random search he had 

ever conducted, but they were all dead ends. Only one, the 

search he had done on Cameron Edison, remained unopened. 

He kept it as a reminder of the trouble it caused, and of the life 

he cared so little about. Over the course of time, he had sent 

every private detective in his phone book after some trace of his 

old life. Friends, family, in-laws. Not a single one of them draw 

any results. He used his computer to conduct searches himself, 

and went through all kinds of official records that cost a lot of 
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money to get into, and still he found nothing. He even went so 

far as to do a search on space exploration, to see how far this 

society had extended above their own planet. They had nothing 

more than a few scientific space stations, all of them tiny, and a 

lot of satellites. No colonies, no chance of finding his family 

somewhere else. He had run out of places to look, and things to 

search for. He had no idea what to do next. He couldn’t give up 

on his wife, and he didn’t love her any less than they day he 

married her, but he knew in the pit of his stomach that he 

wouldn’t be able to find her here, and there was no sense in 

getting rid of all the money he had looking when he knew there 

was nothing to be found. Going broke might result in losing 

Tommy, and the house, which would mean Stephanie would 

have to go somewhere else, too, and he didn’t want that. He had 

to hold out that something would happen. That whatever 

brought him here would reverse, and take him back to his 

family. But that isn’t a lot of inspiration to have. It was 

something that mulled around in his head for days. 

 

Once he got the roof on his workshop, he was able to 

work on it even in the rain. He worked out a system of planting 

new growth in his garden whenever the sun was up, and when it 

was too cloudy, or rainy, he devoted his time instead to the 

workshop. He had been working for most of the spring, and 

now both were nearing completion. The shop even had its 

electricity and water hooked up. Installing electricity was 

eventually more of a challenge than he had expected, and he got 

quite a shock more than once when things went wrong. But, in 

the end, it made it in, and now, since he had lights, he could 

work when it was too dark to do much of anything else. The 

hardwood floors took almost a week after the electricity was in, 

but now the floor looked incredible. His most recent project 

was weather proofing the inside, and finishing the cabinets. He 

was out there one grey, rainy evening, when Stephanie came to 

see him.  
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“Hey, Cam. I brought you some dinner. I didn’t know if 

you were hungry or not.” She set the food in a corner of the 

floor. He smiled at her.  

“Thanks. I’ll get to that as soon as I finish what I’m on 

now.” She looked worried, and brushed a wet strand of hair 

from her eyes.  

“Cameron, is everything alright?”  

“Yeah, fine, why?” He kept on working while he was 

talking to her. 

“Because you’ve been so distant lately. You spend all 

your time in the garden, or here, working. I don’t think I’ve 

seen you even eat much. I’m starting to get worried about you.”  

“Nah, you don’t have to worry about me. I’m just trying 

to get some things done.” Stephanie swallowed hard. She had 

never tried to confront Cameron on anything before, and she 

was afraid of making him angry. 

“It’s just that…it’s been a long time since you 

mentioned anything about Aimee. You haven’t talked about 

any detectives, or looking for her, or even telling us stories 

about her. And I was wondering if that had anything to do with 

it.” Cameron set down the drill he was using on the half-

finished cabinets. “I don’t mean to pry, I just was wondering if 

everything is okay, you know, or if maybe you were upset 

about something.” There was a long silence before Cameron 

finally said anything. 

“I haven’t found anything at all, you know? I have an 

entire phone book of private detectives who hate me for 

sending them on wild goose chases, and not a one of them has 

turned up one single clue. The same thing for the computer. 

Nothing. When I started looking, I was sure I would find her, 

and everything would be back to how it should be. I’ve gone 

down every road there is, and all I’ve come up with is that she 

doesn’t exist here. It’s worse than then telling me she’s gone, or 

dead, because they tell me that she doesn’t even exist. And I 

know she exists. I have so many memories, so many 
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feelings…I just don’t know what to do with it all…” Stephanie 

could see the pain and heartache in his eyes. She heard the loss 

in his voice in a way she hadn’t before, and it made her want to 

weep for him. 

“I’m sure there’s still someone who can find her. Other 

detectives, better ones…” Cameron looked up at her, from 

where he sat on the floor, and smiled.  

“You don’t have to pretend for me. I know she’s not 

here. But I can’t forget about her either. Every day, I pray that 

she’ll come back to me, and I can see her again, but I have no 

idea how. Every morning I pray, and every night I go to bed 

alone, without her. Being separated from her…nothing is every 

fully complete. Even when I’m here, and I feel happy, and 

relaxed, its still not home, because she’s not there. No matter 

where I am, part of me is always alone…” He trailed off, 

staring through the glass windows that surrounded him, leaning 

against the supports behind him. Stephanie couldn’t take seeing 

him so sad. In all the time she had known him, he always had a 

spark of hope, no matter what was going on, there was still a 

fire in his eyes that let her know he was still fighting. But now, 

that fire was dark, extinguished by the tears that were collecting 

on his eyelids, refusing to fall. She moved to his side, and 

kneeled next to him, taking his hand in hers.  

“I’m so sorry, Cam. I…I just wish there was something 

I could say…but you have to know you’ll never be completely 

alone. Not really. You have Tommy, he loves you like his 

father. And you have me. I promise you I’ll always be here, if 

you want me to be. I won’t leave you.” She was trying so hard 

to comfort Cameron that she lost the control over her own tears 

she was struggling to hard to keep. He gently wiped a tear off 

her cheek with his thumb.  

“You’re such a sweet girl, Steph. You know I would 

never ask you to stay if you didn’t want to. I certainly don’t 

expect you to waste your whole life taking care of the crazy 
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space man.” He smiled, to show her he was alright, but she held 

on tighter to his hand.  

“No! You’re not some crazy person! Don’t you see? 

You’re the nicest, kindest, most beautiful person I have ever 

met in my entire life. There’s nobody I’d rather stay with than 

you, just to have the company. I know I can never be as good as 

your Aimee, and I wouldn’t ever try, and I know saying it to 

you will make you hate me, but I love you. I love you, 

Cameron, and as long as you don’t tell me to leave I’m going to 

stay with you.” She started sobbing uncontrollably, and buried 

her face in the crook of his arm. He leaned over, and slid his 

arm around her shoulders, pulling her closer to him. She held 

on tight to his arm with one hand, and threw the other one 

around his waist, her head buried deep in his chest, crying. He 

just rocked her, gently, in his arms. 

“Shhh…of course I don’t hate you, Steph. You’re the 

only person who ever really believed in me, and I would never 

tell you to go. Just because I can’t give up on my wife, doesn’t 

mean I can’t care about you, too. You’re still my friend, and I 

love you. If I could forget about Aimee, then nothing would 

stop me from being with you. But, like you said, the life I had, 

and my memories, are what make me who I am. If I abandoned 

them, I wouldn’t be me. And if I could just forget about all of 

that, and be with you, then you probably wouldn’t think as 

much of me anyway.” Warm and safe inside his arms, 

Stephanie managed to control her breathing. She lifted her head 

from Cameron’s chest just enough to look up at him with her 

eyes, red from crying, but still beautiful. 

“I think I could forgive you, just this once.” She gave 

him a tired, weak smile. Cameron chuckled, and kissed her 

forehead before she lay hear head back against his chest. 

“Everything will be fine, you’ll see. You can stay here 

as long as you want. And eventually, you’ll meet a handsome 

young man who has never been in a coma, and doesn’t have so 

much drama, and you’ll fall in love, and by then you’ll be sick 
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of living with me, and be glad to run away with him.” 

Stephanie just shook her head. 

“Nope. There isn’t anyone else for me, and I don’t 

mean that in a naïve, high school kind of way. If I can’t have 

you, then I’m just going to get a cat.”  

“A cat? Really? You’d choose a cat over another guy? 

But cats are covered with hair, and they lick themselves.” She 

rolled her eyes up at him. 

“Most guys are covered with hair, too, and they would 

lick themselves if they could.” Cameron laughed.  

“Yeah, probably.”  

They sat in the half-finished shop for hours, holding 

each other and talking. Eventually they got hungry, and ate 

Cameron’s cold dinner. Stephanie had been afraid that her 

outburst would make things between them awkward, but they 

both felt closer to one another after that night. Whatever the 

differences in their situations, they both understood that they 

needed one another, and shared the feeling that there really 

wasn’t anyone who could replace the other one. They were 

stuck together, somewhere in the in-between; more than 

friends, but less than lovers.  
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There was one thing that always seemed strange in 

Cameron’s stories, to both Stephanie and Tommy. He had the 

body of a warrior, tall and strong, and his tattoos even made 

him look more military than he might have otherwise, with his 

shaggy hair, but he never felt like a warrior. In fact, since he 

was such an advocate of peace and pacifism, Stephanie often 

wondered if he was trying to make himself sound more 

impressive than he was. Surely he could not have developed a 

fighter inside of that artist façade. It was really the only thing 

she viewed as a flaw in Cameron, or at least the way Cameron 

projected himself. She didn’t find out the truth about his 

instincts until a trip to a gallery opening, and a movie, 

downtown, with her and Tommy. They were walking, and 

discussing the exhibition they had just seen, while Tommy was 

trying to steer the conversation towards getting something to 

eat before they saw a movie. A meandering walk, and a little 

bad luck brought them past the wrong alleyway, where a ragged 

looking man, with dull, angry eyes and a toothless grimace 

stepped in front of them. Stephanie thought he was probably a 

drunken hobo, looking for a handout, until he pulled a knife 

from inside his filthy, disgusting jacket. Another man stepped 

up behind him, carrying a bent length of pipe he found in the 

alley. The first man demanded that they give all their money 

over, and anything of value, but the second had something else 

in mind. He never took his eyes off of Stephanie, not once. She 
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was stumbling with her purse, trying to get untangled from the 

trap, with shaking hands when he reached out to grab her. 

Cameron had been holding onto Tommy, and trying to reason 

with the first man while cooperating, until he saw the second 

move from the corner of his eye. He caught the man’s wrist 

before his grip could tighten on her arm, and shoved him back. 

Tommy ran to her side, and they held each other, as the two 

disgusting attackers stalked up with a menacing look in their 

eyes.  

“You shouldn’t have done that.” The first man’s words 

sounded more like a growl, and he flashed his knife. Cameron 

stood his ground.  

“Neither should you. I’m not going to let you hurt the 

people I care about. Go back wherever you came from, and let 

us be.” He wasn’t pleasing, or arguing. He was issuing an 

order, with a firm voice that sounded prepared to back it up.  

“We’ll hurt who we want to.” The man stabbed his 

knife at Cameron, and Stephanie gasped. He caught that 

stabbing arm by the wrist, and pushed it to the side, and hit the 

man hard in the face with his other fist. Stephanie had never 

seen a man get hit before, but she didn’t expect it to look like 

that. She didn’t expect it to be so loud, either. The man 

stumbled and fell back, but the first one came in, swinging his 

pipe. Everything moved like flashes, like a bad reel of old film, 

skipping from one place to another with only tiny pieces of 

clarity spliced in. She barely saw Cameron’s knee rise and dig 

unto the man’s stomach, bending him nearly in half, and she 

only partially remembered the elbow that came down on the 

back of his neck, sending the second man crashing face first 

into the pavement. She did remember seeing the first man 

coming at Cameron from behind, though, and screaming with 

all her might. She had never been so terrified, and it looked like 

Cameron wasn’t paying any attention at all. In slow motion, she 

saw the man getting closer, and then she saw Cameron react. 

He ducked low, and kicked his left foot out back, like a mule, 
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catching the man in the knee. It made a sound like twigs 

breaking in the forest that made her stomach jump. And then 

she saw Cameron turn, so slowly to her eyes, and hit the man in 

the side of the face with one of his large balled fists. He must 

not have been moving as slow as he looked, though, because 

the man looked like he was hit by a freight train. He fell to the 

ground, the side of his head bleeding from where Cameron’s 

hand had been. She was still trying to figure out what had just 

happened when she felt Cameron’s hand on her back, helping 

to guide her as they walked off, as fast as she could, to a place 

where they could relax.  

When they were sitting safely in a restaurant, ordering 

dinner, the shock finally started to fade away, and the reality of 

what happened set in. She had just witnessed a piece of 

Cameron’s past that she had never really been sure even 

existed. From the look on his face, and the silence he wore, she 

wasn’t sure it was something she should talk about. Tommy, 

being too young to notice such things, was in awe. Cameron 

was his new favorite hero, and he couldn’t stop marveling at 

how he had just protected them from the two would-be 

muggers. Even the movie couldn’t distract him from the actions 

of a real hero.  

Later that night, after they had returned home, 

Stephanie found Cameron in the garden, sitting by his fountain. 

She sat next to him, and watched him for a moment, staring at 

the water’s surface. Even in the moonlight, she could see the 

bruises forming on his right hand knuckles.  

“I wanted to thank you, for protecting us tonight. I’ve 

never seen anyone do that before.” Her voice was timid; she 

wasn’t sure if she should have even brought it up. He looked at 

her, as though realizing for the first time that she was sitting 

next to him. 

“Of course. I couldn’t let anyone hurt you, you know 

that. I wouldn’t ever let that happen.” His gaze returned to the 

pool. She took his hand, and looked at it closer. There was a 
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split in the skin above the third knuckle that she hadn’t noticed 

before, and the bruising was worse than she thought.  

“Is all this from hitting him?” He looked down at his 

own hand. His expression wasn’t one of pain, so much as 

detachment.  

“Yeah. Hitting someone that hard leaves it’s mark. I 

guess that’s why we used to have the gloves.”  

“That’s something you don’t like doing, isn’t it? The 

fighting?”  

“No. I never wanted to be a fighter, really. When I 

joined the war against Ghan, I wanted to help, and I knew I had 

nothing besides myself to give, but I never thought I would 

make a good soldier. When I went through training, I was the 

top of my cadet troop in most forms of fighting. That never sat 

right with me. Of all the things in the world, it didn’t seem right 

that I be good at fighting. I hated doing it.” 

“I thought you were a Commander in the space fleet, so 

you wouldn’t have to fight.” 

“Eventually. It was something I kindof fell into. I 

started out in infantry, on the ground level, fighting people eye 

to eye, and just kept getting promoted. I would end up in these 

tight situations, and always managed to come out alive. Ending 

up alive and killing the enemy are some of the best ways to get 

promoted, in the army, and I seemed to do a lot of both. I 

always told myself that it was just luck, that I wasn’t really 

good at doing those things. You can’t strap some gauntlets on a 

farmer, and turn him into a killing machine, it must have been 

fate that was getting me through all those battles. Eventually 

fate managed to get me promoted, too. I even got myself moved 

to the Air fighters.” The tenor in Cameron’s voice said that this 

wasn’t a story he was proud of, or fond of telling, but Stephanie 

was too enthralled to stop him. He had never spoken much 

about his role in the war. 

“What were gauntlets, just like gloves? So, you got to 

the Air Fighters, and got away from so much killing, right?” 
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“Gauntlets are these big armored gloves, with blades 

sticking out of all sides, and usually armed with a gun of some 

kind worked into the design somewhere. They were supposed 

to be the best killing machine, because you could run through a 

tight crowd, swinging your fists, and still end up cutting down 

the enemy. Disgusting.” Cameron shook his head at the 

memory. “And I moved to the Air Fighters, I thought I would 

just get to pilot a plane. Maybe even a carrier plane, so I could 

help, and I wouldn’t have to be involved with the carnage. But 

my record, and my skills, earned me a place in what was called 

the Elite Squadron. They were the ones who did the special 

missions, where stealth was a key. Sometimes bombing wasn’t 

a secure enough way to fight, to they developed these guys to 

fly themselves in, sneak around, assassinate whoever they had 

to, steal whatever plans of information they could, and then fly 

out, dropping their bomb payload on the way. I tried to get 

away from slaughtering people with blades, and I ended up 

shooting them in the back. I was with them for more than a year 

before I got the chance to finally get out. Over a year, and 84 

people. And it was more than just the mindless blood of a 

ground skirmish, because I was actually trying to kill them. 

That was the mission.” Cameron looked sick. The memory of 

war had haunted him for a long time, and talking about it really 

only served to bring the emotions closer to the surface. 

“You remember the exact number?” She could feel only 

pity, seeing the look on his face.  

“I can’t forget. It would be even worse to have killed 

them and forgotten about it, as though it never happened. I 

started getting them tattooed on my arm. One dot for every 

life.” He lifted his sleeve, so she could see the rows of dots, 

standing out against his skin in the moonlight. She had seen 

them several times, but had never known what they stood for 

until now.  
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“And there are 84 there?” She touched the arm, almost 

expecting to feel them as raised bumps, like brail, telling the 

stories of what had happened.  

“84 exactly. I spent a lot of time trying to find some 

numbers from the infantry days, but everywhere I asked, they 

told me it would be impossible to count all the fallen, and no 

way to know which ones were mine. I kept the gauntlets to 

remember them; as though I could ever forget. The memories 

aren’t something I’m fond of, and I try to keep them pushed to 

the back of my mind, but fighting today brought it all up 

again.” His gaze drifted back to the water surface. Stephanie 

slid closer to him, and wrapped her arms around his body.  

“I’m sorry you had to remember those things today, 

Cameron.” She leaned her head on his shoulder. He put his arm 

back around her.  

“I know.” That was the first time she had ever heard 

him talk so openly about his feelings on the war, and the last 

time he spoke so much on the subject. In all of the stories he 

told to Tommy, when he was growing up, the stories were 

always changed-he never used his own name, and never 

mentioned deaths; just the action, and the deeds, and trying to 

fight for freedom for other people. After that, the stories would 

change, sometimes, to show the darker side of what was going 

on. Tommy became aware of the disaster of fighting, and wars, 

and recognized that distant look in Cameron’s eyes as the 

weight he had to bear as a result.  
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As soon as Cameron finished his workshop, he started 

making the sculptures he had promised. None of his neighbors 

had given him any idea about what they wanted, whatsoever, so 

he really didn’t know what directions to go in. He decided that 

the worst that could happen was ending up with extra fountains 

left over, which might not be bad anyway. When he went to his 

favorite garden store, for the finishing touches on his flowers, 

he mentioned going to start making some fountains for his 

neighbors. The woman who ran she store had visited his garden 

once, having heard rumors about it, and was incredibly 

impressed by everything she saw. She kept telling him he 

should be a landscaper, and do that to people’s houses for a 

living. When she heard that he would be making fountains, she 

immediately exclaimed that she wanted one. And then, she 

started thinking about it, and talking it over, and decided she 

wanted some for the display gardens in the store, too. Since his 

work was so good, she said, customers would ask about them, 

and she could naturally send them right to him. He could start a 

business. Of all the suggestions he had been given on how he 

could make money, over the year he had been searching, this 

was the first one he really liked. It would be a good way to start 

being known as a landscaper, too, because once people had his 

fountain, they might want other suggestions, or help building 

some kind of climbing structure. So now he was making 

fountain sculptures for his neighbors, to take pictures of, and 
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build a portfolio of some kind. It was going quite well, too. He 

had one in cement that was almost done, and another being 

carved from granite that was nearing its final stages, too. He 

spent more time in his office trying to design new and different 

ideas, for customer suggestions, too. Stephanie would laugh 

whenever she told him he was going to be rich, and going to 

have to take care of her, and blushed a little whenever he said 

he would be glad to.  

One day, while he was putting the finishing touches on 

the fountain piece for the Cross’ across the street, the doorbell 

light went off. He had installed a light inside the shop to let him 

know when someone was ringing the bell, since there was no 

means of communication out there yet. He was still planning on 

putting an intercom in. When he managed to get around the 

house, he saw a familiar looking car in the driveway. Standing 

in front of his door was the doctor, wearing a pair of slacks and 

a polo shirt. 

“Hey there, Doctor. Casual is a good look for you.” He 

walked up and shook the surprised man’s hand.  

“Hi. I’m sorry, I expected you to come from the front 

door, you snuck up on me. You know, you don’t have to call 

me Doctor anymore. Call me Charles.”  

“Sorry about the scare, Charles. I was in the shop, 

working.”  

“Oh, you got it finished? How does it look?” 

“Well, you can see it, if you’d like.” He led the doctor 

around the side of the house. “How’ve you been?” 

“I’ve been good. Busy, but that’s a good thing, right?”  

“Busy is usually good. Get anymore delusional coma 

patients in?”  

“Not since you. You were one of a kind.” They got 

around the house, and the workshop came into view, on the 

other side of the crop garden. “So that’s it over there, huh? It 

looks great. What’s that inside?” The doctor squinted his eyes 

to see. 
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“A sculpture, for a fountain. A few of my neighbors 

asked me to help them with their gardens.” 

“I don’t doubt that everyone in the neighborhood is 

almost afraid to start their own garden without your help now. 

What is the sculpture of?”  

“Two children, playing in the water.”  

“I can’t wait to see it up close. And what’s this coming 

up over here?” Tiny green sprouts were coming up all over the 

crop garden, catching the doctor’s attention as they walked 

past.  

“A little bit of everything, really. Some rhubarb, some 

corn, some carrots; lettuce, celery, tomatoes. I tried to get it as 

varied as I could.”  

“That’s impressive. You really do a lot here, don’t 

you?”  

“Like you said. Busy is a good thing.” They got close to 

the shop, and Cameron opened the door. He and Charles went 

in, and Charles was in awe of the pieces of stone.  

“That’s incredible. Those children look really good. 

Were you going off of anything? Pictures or anything?” 

“No. I wanted them to look a little bit like the 

neighbors’ children, but I didn’t have anything to go on except 

memory.” 

“That’s great! And I didn’t even see these, over here. 

That one is fish, right, and the other one is…what? It looks like 

its going to be a mermaid, maybe?” He observed the two 

unfinished sculptures that were crammed in the corner. 

“Yeah, right on both accounts. That’s pretty good.” 

“Say, how much would it be for you to come over to 

my house and make us a garden?”  

“Actually, I don’t know. I was talking to the woman at 

the garden center about doing some landscaping, and making 

fountains, but I don’t know what I would charge yet.” 

“Well, I bet we could think of something fair, right?”  

“Absolutely, if that’s what you want.”  
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“Of course. I can’t think of anyone else I would trust to 

do the job. I’ve never seen a garden like yours.” He looked 

through the window at the colorful peaks rising over the living 

fence.  

“Do you want to go inside?” The doctor turned and 

looked at him with more childish innocence than Cameron 

could ever have expected out of him. 

“Since the first time I saw it.” Cameron couldn’t help 

but smile. The doctor wasn’t so bad, when he wasn’t wearing a 

tie.  

“Alright. Lets go.” Cameron led the way to the gate, 

walking along the fence. The doctor walked slowly behind him, 

trying to peek in the gaps between the ivy. He ran his hands 

along every small tree he passed, nestled in to their little 

notches in the fence. When they walked through the gates, he 

was in awe. He had loved the garden from seeing it through the 

hall window, but this was breathtaking. He could smell the 

flowers of every side of him, fresh and wonderful. There was 

more color than an artist’s pallet, on all sides as he walked 

down the stone pathway. At every stone statue he had to stop, 

and examine it, and touch it, as though he didn’t believe it was 

real. He loved where the path crossed the little stream from the 

fountains in a little wooden bridge, and was in awe at the tiny 

fish living inside of it. But when they got to the center clearing, 

he froze. He stood, staring at the sculpture, marveling at it’s 

beauty, and how the light reflected off the pool below, making 

it sparkle and dance right before his very eyes. He didn’t want 

to leave that place, and even after they moved on, down 

different paths, he made sure to return to it before they left. He 

was instantly in love with that garden, and everything it stood 

for. When he was staring up at it, something suddenly dawned 

on him. 

“You know, when you first woke up, I was pretty sure 

there was brain damage. And I was convinced there was 

something wrong with you from that point on. I was constantly 
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looking for it. But I was wrong. It wasn’t something wrong 

with you that makes you so different, there’s something 

incredibly right. Look at this. This, all of this, the whole place, 

came from you. You turned a piece of land into a magical 

place, and turned big chinks of stone into beautiful works of art. 

You even grow your own food, and fix your own car. You see 

the world in a way that the rest of us can only imagine, and 

whatever that is, it’s not brain damage, or some mental trauma. 

It’s beautiful. We should all be so lucky.” Charles took one last 

look at the statue, shining above him, and then turned and 

slowly walked from the garden. He didn’t say anything on the 

way out, just tried to absorb it all into himself. Cameron offered 

him tea, when they were through the gates, but he declined. He 

said he had to be going, he was already late for a golf game, but 

he would be in touch. When he shook Cameron’s hand, there 

was a new look in his eyes. He smiled, and walked back to his 

car. Cameron wasn’t sure what had just happened, but 

something had changed inside the doctor, and he seemed to be 

enjoying it.  

 

Once the fountains were completed, Cameron set to 

helping his neighbors with their own gardens. They all had 

different ideas, and different concepts of what they were 

looking for, and Cameron was all too happy to help them out 

with what they wanted. He insisted they do a lot of the work 

themselves, so that they knew how, and so it would feel like it 

was truly their place of peace when they were completed. In 

each one, though, Cameron’s fountain was the centerpiece. For 

David and Heather, The work he did was limited to one large 

pond, with the fountain in the center, and a small circle of 

flowers around the edges of the bank. The Gemmels, the elderly 

couple a few houses down, got the fish statue. Their pond was 

much smaller, but water lilies and little fishes made it full of 

life. They also asked Cameron to help improve their flowerbed, 

that ran the perimeter of the house. By the time he was done, it 
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looked as though the house was wearing a billowing flowery 

skirt. The recipients of the mermaid wanted the most work 

done, and they also had the most fun with their decorating.  

The King family used the opportunity to have 

landscaping done as an excuse to do something with all the land 

they’d just left plain all the years they lived in their house. They 

added a large pond in the back, shallow, but almost the size of 

an average swimming pool. Aside from the mermaid fountain, 

which stood slightly off center, there was a small stone island, 

the only inhabitant of which was an old leather recliner. There 

was absolutely no way to get to this chair without wading 

through several feet of knee-deep water, but there it stood, 

offering rest at a price, and watching over the rest of the garden. 

They wanted stones around the pond, rather than plants, and 

wanted the shiniest, smallest fish they could get to fill their 

pond, to make it look like liquid metal. Cameron made them 

promise they wouldn’t step on any if they ever tried to reach the 

chair. Like the Gemmels, they wanted help with their perimeter 

flowerbeds, but they also wanted a similar bed added around 

the edges of the property. And, dead in the center of the front 

yard, they had Cameron plant a small tree, and surround it with 

plants, and a protective iron fence. Steven said that the tree 

would be their biological clock, and when it was big enough to 

hold a tire swing, that would be the sign that it was time to have 

kids. Cameron’s favorite addition, though, was the green 

curtain of hanging vines and flowering plants, that draped down 

from planting boxes installed at the gutter-line of the first floor, 

offering a natural protection and screening from the outside 

world, making the house look like some kind of massive 

swamp creature.  

Stephanie and Cameron went back to each house, and 

took pictures of the fountains, as well as the gardening work, to 

start a portfolio he would be able to show to prospective clients. 

He gave a copy of the pictures to the woman who ran the 

garden center, and started working immediately on the statues 
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she had asked for. He wasn’t even done with the last statue 

when he got his first calls for business. Not only were his 

pieces incredibly original, and showed a lot of personal touch, 

but the prices he had finally worked out were cheaper than 

anything you could find in the entire city. He didn’t really need 

much money, besides the costs for supplies, and he had no 

employees, so he charged minimum fees for his time. He was 

doing what he loved to do, and that made him happy. And since 

his work was mostly hobby, when he started getting too 

swamped, or was given an offer by a customer he couldn’t 

stand, he simply passed the work on to someone else. Stephanie 

had mentioned once that he should get a new van for his 

business, and he seemed shocked at the idea of buying 

something new and missing out on the fun of restoring it, so she 

surprised him one day with an old dodge van. She helped him 

work on it almost every day, and eventually helped him paint it. 

Ultimately, they still had to take it to professional painters to 

seal it properly, but everything else was done by the two of 

them, working together.  

One of Cameron’s earliest, and most rewarding 

customers was Dr. Charles, who called as he had promised, 

offering a fair price and a lot of good ideas. By the time 

Cameron made it out to the house, the man already had turned 

his dog’s house into a planting dome, like what Cameron used 

in his own garden. He left the top open, though, for a statue. 

His idea was to place the doghouse on an island in the middle 

of a pond, with a bridge so the dog could still get to it. Cameron 

was a little worried that the dog might be crushed by the statue, 

if he ever actually used it, so they added some reinforcements. 

There was much discussion on what to do for a fountain. 

Despite the change that the doctor had displayed, there was still 

concern in Cameron’s mind over what kinds of taste the man 

might have in garden decorations. What was finally decided, 

and what Charles seemed to want the most, was a tall clown, 

with a jester hat. There was more than a little surprise in the air 



 170

when he heard that, but Cameron was pleased to hear it, and 

even more so to have a challenge before him. The actual 

flowers themselves stayed much simpler, and surrounded the 

pond in a wide circular field, with only one path through them, 

and a stone circle at the edges. When they were done, the 

doctor stood halfway down the pathway, looking at the color 

around himself. He loved it, and insisted on giving Cameron a 

tip. And, much to everyone’s surprise, the family dog did still 

use his house, although he didn’t really seem to appreciate the 

novelty of having his own moat.  

 

While business was good, and finally gave a long-

awaited answer to one of his oldest questions, it wasn’t the 

most important, or even the fastest growth in Cameron’s life. 

Tommy entered a growth spurt just before his eighth birthday 

that lasted steadily for years. At his insistence, he stayed at his 

father’s house, even when he switched to a different school in 

the fourth grade, that wasn’t quite as good as the one in his 

mother’s school district. He also insisted that people no longer 

call him Tommy, and went by Thomas. He continued to get 

excellent grades at school, and spent a lot of time learning 

everything he could from Cameron. When he turned twelve, he 

wanted to change his last name to Harris, but his father told him 

to wait, and think about it. Not many people get a chance to 

literally be another Thomas Edison. For his sixteenth birthday, 

Thomas was given Cameron’s 1980 Camero, still in better 

condition than the day it was brand new. The boy learned to 

drive in that car, and it was in it that he got his license, and got 

in his first wreck. Luckily, the damage was repairable, and 

nobody would have known to look at it that the car had ever 

collided with a street light. Ever since that day in the city, 

Tommy, and Tomas in his later years, had been asking 

Cameron for lessons in fighting, in case he ever needed them. 

He agreed, on the condition that the skills never be used in 

anger, or for fun, and refused to give any more lessons for 
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almost a year after a fight at school between Thomas and 

another child. Thomas said the other kid was insulting his 

Cameron, after he told them a story from his childhood. The 

trouble started when the boy called him a lunatic. When he saw 

the reaction in Thomas, the potential for trouble was too great 

for the other boy to stop, and every insult he could think of 

followed. Thomas couldn’t stand to see such disrespect for the 

man he loved and trusted the most, and his anger took control. 

Cameron reminded him later that the best way to show respect 

would be to respect the things he believes in the most, and not 

hurt anyone unless it was absolutely necessary. There was 

never a problem with the fighting again.  

 

Things were never quite the same between Stephanie 

and Cameron after that rainy night in the workshop. As year 

followed year, they grew closer to each other, and there was 

hardly a time when you would see one without the other. They 

never got married, and never even referred to their relationship 

as dating. To Stephanie, Cameron was too special, too 

important, to give a title that anyone could hold, and to 

Cameron, there simply was no other word to describe her. She 

was just his Stephanie, and nothing less. While they never 

officially were together, there are probably married couples 

who care less for each other than they did. It was not 

uncommon for them to sleep in the same bed, holding each 

other for comfort. While part of Cameron never stopped 

waiting for his wife to come back to him, the rest of him grew 

to love Steph in a way that made her every bit as important to 

him as Aimee was. Nobody besides the two of them could 

actually say how close their relationship was, or where their 

boundaries were, if they existed at all. To their neighbors, there 

was never a doubt that they were together, and to Thomas, the 

woman who was always with Cameron was almost like a 

second mother. They were the closest family anyone could see, 
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from the outside, and yet all of them were distinctly alone, in 

their own ways.  

Cameron spent the rest of his life waiting for Aimee to 

come back, or for some trace of what had happened to him, so 

long ago. She never came, and he never forgot her. Every year, 

on the same day, he would go outside, in the cold of winter, and 

spend a day locked in his garden alone, with nobody but his 

statue to keep him company. To this day, nobody knows what 

he wrote in the letters he left at the feet of her statue; it was 

really none of anyone else’s business. He remembered his 

daughter’s birthdays, as well, and left presents in her picnic for 

her. Many of them lasted the test of time; the stuffed bear he 

gave her the second year they lived in that house, and the toy 

car he set out for her the year she would have tuned sixteen. 

They still sit out there today.  

Cameron died in the winter of his 57th year. He caught 

pneumonia, most likely from prolonged exposure to the cold, 

the doctors said, but they didn’t know how it would have 

happened. Nobody bothered to tell them about his birthday 

ritual. It wasn’t their place to know. At first, everyone thought 

he had merely caught a cold. It was not his way to complain 

about being sick. But the cold lasted longer than it should have, 

and only got worse. By the time it was diagnosed by a doctor, 

the pneumonia was already fairly advanced. The disease proved 

to be too much for his system, which was worn thin from years 

to working himself too hard, and stress that he never showed. 

Stephanie, Thomas, and Janet stayed in the hospital with him 

every second that they could, along with Thomas’s newly 

pregnant wife, Bridget. Doctor Charles came in as soon as he 

heard the news, and visited whenever he could. He would have 

stayed along with the rest, if his health would have permitted it, 

but he was a little more than twenty years Cameron’s senior, 

and needed his rest. If there was pain when Cameron passed 

through, nobody knew about it. He stayed calm, and peaceful, 

to the very end. In his last minutes, he told the doctors to leave 
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the room. He wanted to spend what time he had left with only 

the people he cared about the most. He held on as tightly to the 

hands of Stephanie and Thomas as he could, and expressed his 

love and gratitude for both of them, before passing on. He died 

with a smile on his face.  

Thomas and Bridget moved into the house where 

Tommy did most of his growing up, to be closer to Stephanie, 

and to the memory of what they had. Danielle’s garden never 

had quite the same strength that it had in Cameron’s day, but 

both Stephanie and Thomas worked hard to restore it again 

every spring, and tend to it throughout the year. And while 

Thomas wasn’t much of a farmer, he planted new crops every 

year, and harvested whatever managed to grow by autumn. 

Thomas’ only regret in his entire life was that his own son grew 

up without getting to know Cameron in person. Which is why 

he set this all down to paper.  

Jonathan, through your life, you will hear countless 

stories about this great man from myself, and Grandma Stephie, 

that will end only when we, too, eventually pass on. But we 

want the story to live on, to leave the legacy of a man who 

refused to give up, or let go of his sterling morals. Even as I sit 

in this room, that used to be his beloved workshop, and write 

these words down, I am overwhelmed by memories of watching 

him work in here, in awe of how he pulled living creatures from 

blocks of stone, or captured pictures of the entire world on flat 

pieces of white material. I always thought of it as a miracle, 

something that only this man, who had come to me from a five 

year sleep, could do. The biggest miracle of all was the way this 

man brought people together, and let them see life in a new 

way. He prompted them to see beauty in everything, and let go 

of the restrictions they placed upon themselves. He refused to 

give allegiance to any one nation, or any one religion, because 

he loved everyone, and had no disrespect for the views of any 

who remained peaceful. Respect was important to Cameron. He 

told me once that the best way to show that I respected him, 
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was to respect the things he chose to represent himself, the 

forgiving and peace he insisted on living with. His words have 

helped me through a lot of what could have been bad situations, 

but that always turned out alright. One of the reasons I bothered 

to write all this down is so that one day you, too, can see the 

way he lived his life, and perhaps honor the ideals he held so 

dear. He was a great man, Cameron Harris, and they tell me he 

was my father.  



 175

 









 

 
About the Author 

Garrett Stone was born on March 5, 1982, and 

raised in the Northwest, mostly in the smaller 

areas surrounding the city of Portland, Oregon. 

He was raised with one sister by their loving 

mother, and eventually grew from a polite, 

intelligent, and moderately chubby child to be 

a pain in the ass of all those who knew him. He 

eventually left college, after years of good 

grades, and the professed desire to study 

medicine, to explore the artistic passions that 

filled him. It was during this time that he wrote 

his first book, Dreaming a Crystal Sun, and 

began to unearth the nature of writing, art, and 

the world’s beauty, in all its forms. He 

followed that wave onward, later writing A 

Wonderful Place, and then this. Not only is he 

still unemployed, as well as still single, not to 

mention feeling quite useless as anything but 

an unemployed, lonely artist, but he is also still 

as hell-bent on following his heart on whatever 

adventure is to come, despite the warnings that 

wisdom and sanity may bring. Damn that 

sanity. We shall deal with it yet.    
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